WHAT ENGLAND WANTS 


By “HISTORICUS” 


HAT, in this time of turmoil and divided allegiances, does England 
want ? 


SHE WANTS ONE THING—AND SHE WANTS IT BADLY. 
HONESTY. 


Under the cloud of dialectics, the smoke-screen of words, politicians have 
bamboozled the people and Ministers have misled Parliament until few people 
know the truth about what is happening to their country. 


THINGS ARE DONE IN THE NAME OF THE PEOPLE OF BRITAIN 
OR IN THE NAME OF “*DEMOCRACY” OBVIOUSLY TO THE HARM 
OF THE PEOPLE OF BRITAIN AND HAVING NO CONNECTION WITH 
DEMOCRACY. 


And—what is worse—the people being purposely kept in ignorance — these 
(Continued on pages 304-5) 
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Reprinted from the Evening Standard 


CITRINE STALIN 


_ WALTER CITRINE, Secretary of the Trade 
Union Congress, violently attacked the Stalin 
regime in Soviet Russia. 


Speaking at Foyle’s literary luncheon in London, he said: 


‘* | do not believe that a man like Tomsky, whom | saw in 
Moscow after considerable difficulty, was ever the man to have 
stood for personal terrorism. 1! cannot believe that the other great 
revolutionary figures have tied themselves to any such doctrine. 


‘* | have no conviction in the confessions that were extracted, 
by means that have not yet been properly exposed, from men who 
were kept in prison for months. 


‘‘ it may be that in the attempt to stifle every form of 
opposition before the new Constitution comes into being the sixteen 
men who were shot in the last few days are to be held out as some 
sort of warning and example to the populace as a whole."’ 


Sir Walter also said that Russia was governed to- 
day by what was euphemistically described as the 
Dictatorship of the Proletariat, but he had seen 
nothing which shook his conviction that Russia, as 
other dictatorships, was governed by a handful of 
men, and that the great mass of the people, up to 
this stage at least, had had little or no part in the 
governing. 


Russia, he added, had never known freedom in 
the Western sense and never known democracy. 


Summarising the conditions which he had observed 
in Russia, Sir Walter said that the housing problem 
was far more acute than the authorities would have 
it believed. The population was growing very rapidly 
at the rate of about three and a half millions a year, 
and from what he saw it was the exception and not 
the rule for a Russian worker and his family to be 
housed in more than one room. 


The 


ii 

il = 

5th 

wus 

THR 

THE 

His 

DEM 

TRU’ 

GER 

STAL 

AE 

A 

a we 

: deve 

Rev 

tion 

on 

Mr. 

Min 

him 

advi 

Go. 

chai 

then 

A 

The 

drift 

base 

its © 

of o 

worl 

thei 

and 

reac 

; But 

§ soci; 

telat 


REVIEW 


1855 


Wiitten Only for Men and Wemen Whe. 


No. 4222. Vol. 162 
5th SEPTEMBER, 1936 


Love Their Country 


CONTENTS 
PAGE 

WANTED—-POLITICAL HOonEsTy—Lady Houston, WHIPPING IN THE PRINcES—“ Indicus ” 303 

D.B.LE. > Cover Ractnc—David Learmonth 306 
WHat ENGLAND “Wants—“‘Historicus” .. Cover, 804—305 THE ARM OF THE LAW—Dan Russell ... Phe 307 
THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS... ... 289—291 Screntiric GHosts—Scientific Correspondent ... 308 
THE PALACE OF I.1gs—Hamadryad 292 New Books I Can RecommMenp — The Literary 
DEMOCRACY IS A NATIONAL DANGER— im 294—295 
TrutH Seain—Father F. Woodlock, S.J. 296—297 Tome 

Douglas Wilson 298—299 City—City Editor ... 318 
PLANS WORLD DOMINATION Meriel MoTORING—Sefton Cummings 819 

Buchanan ... ... 800—801 CinemA—Mark Forrest an 320 
EuROPE UNDER Arms—Robert Machray ans 802 BROADCASTING—Alan Howland ... _... 320 


THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS 


HOME AFFAIRS 


A Bouquet of Fragrance! 

A small boy, aged eleven, was allowed sixpence 
a week as pocket money. For months past he has 
devoted it all to the purchase of the Saturday 
Review. It is satisfactory to think that the reduc- 
tion in the cost of the paper will relieve the strain 
on his exchequer considerably. 


Mr. Baldwin’s Advice 


When Ramsay MacDonald first became Prime 
Minister Mr. Baldwin was good enough to give 
him the benefit of his experience. This was his 
advice. 

‘* Don’t let them worry you and put upon you. 
Go down to Chequers, get a novel and an arm- 
chair, stick your feet on the mantelpiece and tell 
them all to go to the Devil.” 

At least no one can say that Mr. Baldwin does 
not practice what he preaches! 


The New Philosophy 


There is a sort of new miasmic philosophy 
drifting about, but it is morally of the 
basest and intellectually contemptible, not even 
capable of definition. It will not be able to insure 
its own survival as a mood, let alone the survival 
of our inheritance. You may see its fruits in the 
works of modern men: their building, their daubs, 
their obscenity of prose, their deafness to harmony 
and rhythm and their blindness to beauty. We of 
to-day have no chance of survival, save by 
reaction, by the restoration of ancestral things. 
But among these we must include a passion for 
social justice and an establishment of human 
telations between man and man. Otherwise we 
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shall not only perish but perish in hypocrisy, and 
therefore in despair. 
H. Bettoc in G.K.’s Weekly. 


** 
* 


Speed Up Arming 

Russia and Germany have both drastically 
increased their armed forces. The one increase 
was the natural sequel to the other. 

Russia feverishly piling up offensive weapons 
and a great war strength; Germany a huge 
arsenal ; Italy an armed camp; all Europe arming 
rapidly and in fear of war—that is the picture 
which Britain sees after her own long period of dis- 
armament and her very short period of tentative 
rearming. 

Britain does not want war. Her whole interest 
is in peace. 

Her foreign policy must be to cultivate friendly 
relations with Germany. 

But peace may not be in her keeping. 

Britain with her great possessions, her awkward 
geographical situation, and her unfortunate 
attachments to past pacts and arrangements, 
might well find herself attacked if for any reason 
war again smote Europe. 

It behoves her to see that her defences are 
sound It is vital to her survival that she should 
have an Air Force so strong that no aggressive 
Power will light!y engage her. 

There is no man or woman in these islands who 
does not deplore the resumption of an armament 
race. In that race we did not take the initiative ; 
we have not set the pace. 


But the race having been begun, we dare not. 


lag behind. 
So far our pace has been ludicrously slow. 
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We entered the race for security tardily, we are 
running it like a nation of laggards, and this 
despite the patent and too obvious fact that we are 
more vulnerable to attack than our neighbours and 
have more to lose. 

If British civilisation is not to perish, as the 
civilisations of older Empires perished, it must be 
protected. Nations envious of our achievements 
and possessions, nations upholding contesting 
systems of life, cannot arm heavily without menace 
to us, though no immediate quarrel may be in 
sight. 

Arm we must, and that without stint and without 
delay. 

Our present efforts are futile compared with our 
need. We are still on a basis of progressive 
inferiority to our present rivals in arms and pos- 
sible rivals in war. 


Sunday Dispatch. 


Policy of Precipitate Flight 

Experience proves it to be the rule of the present 
Government that bold words should always and 
automatically be followed by precipitate retreat. 

When the newspaper organs of Government 
adulation refer impressively to ‘‘ Mr. Eden’s stern 
warning,’ or ‘‘ the Foreign Secretary’s strong 
speech,’’ it may be relied upon that retirement 
from the position thus assumed is imminent. 

Like Chinese soldiers of the mandarin days, the 
Government follows up an impressive display of 
fierce grimaces and fire-crackers by a rapid rear- 
ward movement. 

The speed with which Mr. Eden quits one 
position after another might have gained a gold 
medal at the Olympic Games, but it is not a quality 
that the British nation appreciates in the Minister 
who conducts its international relations. 

British trade is still suffering from his policy of 
sanctions, long after he abandoned it. His abject 
appeals for naval assistance to every small 
Mediterranean State that owned a few antiquated 
ships were dropped before they had achieved any- 
thing but the humiliation of British prestige. 

A few stone-throwing schoolboys in Cairo 
brought about Mr. Eden’s flight from Egypt. 
His famous smile and well-exercised renunciatory 
pen are no doubt ready for a similar abandonment 


of India. Daily Mail. 
** 


* 
FOREIGN AFFAIRS 
The League Unmasked 


The Spanish Civil War is in fact an illumina- 
tion upon the earlier propaganda for League 
policies. Even the poor Negus is reported in a 
Daily Mail interview (August 24) to have seen 
that at its true worth: ‘‘ I realise now that with all 
their promises they were as much my enemies as 
Italy.’’ But the internal politics of Spain is some- 
thing about which a vast number of people in this 


country know more than they knew about the 
treaties concerning Abyssinia, with the result that 
the apologists for the Popular Front often come 
croppers. It is a sign of discomfort that they are 
now falling back upon appeals for international 
conferences of one kind or another. But inter- 
national conferences in the past have been the 
expression of secret policies decided beforehand 
behind locked doors. 

** 

* 
Stalin The Fascist ! 

Meanwhile the Russian Treason Trial suggests 
new possibilities of discomfiture for the propa- 
gandists of democracy. Whatever will prove to be 
the outcome of the excitement, here we have some 
of the most treasured Bolshevists weeping and 
wailing that they were Fascists all the time, 
while their summary extinction (possibly their 
execution) certainly leaves Stalin the supreme 


Fascist of the lot, if by Fascist you mean an auto- 
cratic ruler. Which-one of our democrats can 
depose Stalin or vote another in his place? And 
if the large number of Jews among the condemned 
means that Stalin has turned upon the power of 
that element in Russia, then Stalin is a sort of Red 
Tsar who will follow the traditional policies of the 
Tsars in Russia, perhaps including those of Ivan 
the Terrible. But for the moment what is looming 
up as the possibility from Russia is not national- 
ism but internationalism trying by a last desperate 
gamble to recover all that it has lost. Nobody 
knows the worth of the Bolshevik military machine 
save that its technical equipment is of a high order 
and its man-power is immense. It is potentially a 
very grave threat to Europe—it would be the 
graver if France and Spain were bolshevised—and 
the military preparations of Germany and Italy are 
therefore not to be regretted. 
GREGORY MACDONALD in G.K.’s Weekly. 
** 
* 
That Policy of Scuttle 


M. Litvinoff, flushed by the execution of some 
of his old friends, must be pleased with the latest 
achievement of one of his new friends. 

Mr. Eden, who, in Moscow, Geneva and 
London, has so sedulously cultivated the good 
graces of the Bolshevik Foreign Minister and been 
so sedulously cultivated, graced the signing of the 
Egyptian Treaty with a few kind words. 


The treaty he regards as “‘ the beginning of a 
new stage,”’ 
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It is not a new stage. The Egyptian Treaty is 
only a development of that policy of scuttle which 
gave away India, and which will doubtless dis- 
member the Empire for the delight of nations 
anxious to step in where Britain steps out. 

* * 


* 
Scuttling from Egypt 
It is about time that the British people awoke to 
what is happening to their heritage. 
At the head of the Government three feeble old 
men—Mr. Baldwin, Mr. Ramsay MacDonald and 
Mr. Chamberlain—have signed away our com- 


SY HALO 


mand of Egypt, vitally important to Imperial 
communications. They have given away India. 
Both these things have been done with no mandate 
from the people and in answer to local riot 
and agitation. 

In Palestine we see the same lack of power. 

Their policy lacks vision; their administration 
lacks grip. 

They shame the memory of their great forerun- 
ners and imperil the existence of the millions with 
whose protection they are charged. 

** 


Clouds Over India 


Over a month ago I wrote about this policy of 
scuttle that ‘‘ those who now bemoan the pande- 
monium in Palestine will find after two years an 
inferno in India incomparably more terrible.” 

A high official who for sixteen years has 
travelled every Province of India, including 
Burma and the Shan States, usually covering 
30,000 and sometime 40,000 miles a year, writes to 
me now to say: 

“* My very wide experience tells me that you are 
absolutely right in warning the British public as 
to the results that will begin to be felt from March 
31, 1937, of the handing over of India under the 
new Constitution. . As evidence of my opinion 
I may say that by March next I shall not hold any 
form of Indian Government security or any shares 
in any Indian industrial company or any British 
company trading in India.’’ 

COLLIN Brooks in the Sunday Dispatch. 
** 


40 Priests Shot 


How forty priests and their bishop, seized by 
the Communists at Barbastro, Spain, faced the 
firing squad smiling and singing is related in the 
Osservatore Romano, official organ of the Holy 
See, by one who escaped, 


A crowd of Communists, states the newspaper, 
gathered in front of the monastery where the 
priests lived and ‘‘ demanded in a frenzy of hatred 
that all be put to death.” 

They were shot in batches at intervals of a few 
days, and when on their way to the place of execu- 
tion the priests chanted hymns and died crying, 
Long live the Christ-King! ”’ 

** 
* 
Red Barbarism 


A denunciation of the anti-Catholic outrages in 
Spain, with a call for expiation services in all 
Roman Catholic churches in Austria on Sunday, 
is made by Cardinal Theodor Innitzer, Archbishop 
of Vienna, in a pastoral letter. 

‘‘ That people are slaughtered like beasts is a 
disgrace to the culture of our days,’’ he states. 

‘Nuns are being expelled from the peace of 
their cells and brutally butchered ; prices are being 
placed on the heads of priests, and bishops are the 
victims of hellish hatred.” 

** The existing order of religion and faith is 
systematically combated, the faith in a unique God 
is to be abolished, barbarism has unveiled its 
frightful, hellish head.” 

** 


© 
Whole Families Massacred 


A correspondent of the newspaper O Seculo, who 
has been touring Spanish towns, says that at 
Ajucena whole families were massacred with 
maniacal barbarity, not even children being spared 
by the Reds. 


The local priest was buried with only his head 
above ground. He was still living after three 
hours, so the Reds drenched his head with petrol 
and set it on fire. 

At the approach of the anti-Red troops the Com- 
munists started to kill people in the streets, for- 
bidding the women under penalty of death to 
appear at the windows. 

One girl of 16, wild with fear for her father, 
looked out of her window unaware that he had 
already been shot. The infuriated horde invaded 
the girl’s house, dragged her into the street, and 
tore off her clothes. They were about to mutilate 
her when the troops entered the town. 

The Reds released her as they fled, but took with 
them three men, two women, and a boy of 14, 
whose bodies riddled with bullets were found days 
later, Daily Mail. 
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The Palace of Lies 


By Hamadryad 


(A London doctor has discovered a drug which induces in a patient to whom it is administered a 
sub-conscious condition in which he talks freely and coherently and answers truthfully any questions 
put to him.) 


Of Science’s innumerable wonders 
Some are a boon and blessing to mankind, 
But others, frankly, are astounding blunders, 
Fatal alike to body and to mind; 


cha 
But none of all the patents I could mention, tha 
That make the life of humans less uncouth, me 
Compares with Dr. Stungo’s new invention, qui 
A drug that forces men to tell the truth. I 
No more, in face of this superb concoction, — 
Shall perjured witnesses the facts deny, an 
Markets be rigged, faked goods put up for auction, — 
Respondents let their sleeping partners lie. i 
Dogs won’t be doped nor murderers unhung go, a 
Dishonest thumbs will cease to turn the scale; — 
Primed with the stuff prepared by Dr. Stungo, thi 
Speed cops will tell a plain, unvarnished tale. re 
News hounds will draw it mild. With sharp suspicion 
No longer the Inspector will revise be 
Our income tax returns. The biggest fish on shi 
The angler’s hook will be of normal size. Fr 
The advertiser’s blurb will grow more modest, ha 
Critics and such a franker pen will ply; he 
And—this of all results will be the oddest— Re 
Statesmen will cease to lie and lie and lie. 
‘* Absurd!’’ you say. ‘* The world condemned to perisl: is, 2 
Ere statesmen can be forced to tell the truth. : 
If that’s the hope that Dr. Stungo cherishes, ” 
Right rude will his awakening be, in sooth. 
Whether injected or as pills to swallow, 
His dope may do the business well enough, 
But even if it works it doesn’t follow cle 
That politicians will consume the stuff.”’ de 
Strange things, I wis, would come to our attention, nc 
If Bumbler Baldwin’s lips were thus unsealed; be 
If Tony got a whiff of this invention, = 
Some curious goings on might be revealed. G 
What foolish schemes, what aspirations sinister, It 
What petty spites, what fears to play the man, Fi 
Might be revealed if this or ’tother Minister G 
Were given a dose of sodium evipan? i 
Then we might learn the truth of certain stories m 
About that clever M. Litvinoff; F 
Then they might tell us with what territories in 
Our hungry neighbours are to be bought off. G 
We might learn why we’re scuttling from the Sudan, to 
Why Eden wants to start the League again; th 
What Ramsay wants and why—I don’t know who'd an- 
: Nounce it—why some support the Reds in Spain, th 
But no, this gift of science to a nation cl 
Devoted to the truth it seldom hears, th 
Will get no trial and no commendation “ 
From statesmen trained to cheat the public’s ears. - 
This truth-compelling drug’s appropriate mission, F 
Should clearly be to foster the attack, th 


On crime, and not on some dud politician 
Who merely stabs his country in the back. 
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TITULESCU, Roumania’s ‘‘permanent”’ 
e Foreign Minister, has lost the job he has 

held for 20 years. The rise and fall of 
statesmeh is often mysterious, but there is no 
mystery here. M. Titulescu was the unswerving 
champion of the Franco-Roumanian entente. Now 
that France has gone Red the Roumanian Govern- 
ment is anxious to be rid of her. It has made a 
quick start by getting rid of M. Titulescu. 

France was not Red when, in the years 
immediately after the war, she established herself 
as protectress-in-chief of the Versailles States. It 
was the French who sent generals and armies to 
help Pilsudski throw the Red forces out of Poland. 
It was France and Roumania together who helped 
Admiral Horthy to fling Bela Kun and his blood- 
thirsty Bolsheviks out of Hungary. M. Blum will 
not thank you for recalling these highly unsatis- 
factory episodes. 

Had they never happened, Roumania would still 
be scared of Soviet Russia and with reason. Now 
she finds that as a potential ally against the Soviets 
France is no longer reliable. On the contrary, she 
has a pact with the Soviet Government which puts 
her at any rate on the fence if Russia should attack 
Roumania. 

Roumania can find other friends. Germany and 
Italy are both ready and willing to be on the best 
of terms with her. The Little Entente, moreover, 
is well able to take care of itself. 


FRANCES ONE FRIEND 


But what of Red France? Roumania, it is 
clear, has finished with her. Poland long since 
decided that as a help against Russia Germany was 
now a more useful friend than France could ever 
be. Czechoslovakia looks to Italy, not to France, 
to defend her against Germany. Austria looks to 
Germany to champion her against Italy and to 
Italy to defend her against Nazi exuberance. 
France has only one friend left in the world— 
Great Britain. 

Did the French merely guess, or did they know, 
when they made their pact with the Soviet Govern- 
ment, thereby kicking the bottom out of the 
Locarno Treaty and frightening Germany into an 
intensive military speed-up, that the British 
Government would make no protest and no effort 
to break loose from an arrangement that made them 
the allies once removed of Moscow ? 

There are those who say that France knew, for 
the good reason that M. Litvinoff, Europe’s 
cleverest diplomatic wangler, assured the French 
that he had Mr. Eden, as the saying goes, eating 
out of his hand. Had he? All we know is that 
our Government never uttered a word against the 
Franco-Soviet pact. Not by one word or line has 
the British Government in general or Mr. Eden 
in particular intimated that it did not suit British 


Heads Across Europe 


By C.H. 


policy to play Troilus to Moscow’s Cressida with 
France enacting the unsavoury role of Pandarus. 

The British people, apathetic as ever where 
British interests are concerned, took their cue from 
the Conservative politicians and made no fuss. 
There were protests from Lords Rothermere and 
Beaverbrook but the Bumble Press had no com- 
plaints to make and the pro-Red News Chronicle 
and Herald naturally rejoiced. 

It was only when France went definitely Red her- 
self and M. Blum and his Socialist-Communist 
entourage took the helm that the British people saw 
what the National Government had let them in for. 
It took the Spanish struggle to make it clear to 
them that whatever professions of neutrality they 
may make the National Government’s sympathies 
were on the side of the Spanish Reds. That was 
clear from the attitude of the Bumble Press. Mr. 
Eden is still in M. Litvinoff’s pocket. 


PLAYING LITVINOFF’S GAME 


Perhaps ‘‘ sympathy ’’ is not quite the right 
word, but there must be some foundation for the 
belief in well-informed quarters that the Govern- 
ment would like the ‘‘ established Government,”’ 
as it melodiously calls the colluvies of Anarchists, 
Syndicalists and Communists that promptly seized 
power in Madrid and Barcelona, to crush the anti- 
Red, pro-Christian forces of Generals Mola and 
Franco. 

The explanation may well be that the Govern- 
ment is more afraid of the Daily Herald and the 
Daily Worker than of the Daily Mail and the 
Daily Express, that it has a better hope of surviv- 
ing if it turns gently pink than if it remains true 
blue. These explanations do the Government no 
credit, but they are the most respectable that can 
be offered for the spectacle of Britain’s National 
Government playing Litvinoff’s game whenever it 
lifts a finger. The Government within the memory 
of all has scuttled from India and from Egypt, has 
turned Italy from a good friend into a bad enemy, 
has hectored Germany, which would like to be 
friends with us, kept us tied to France’s red apron 
strings and let the nation’s defences dwindle to a 
point from which it will be wellnigh impossible 
to rescue them. 

If M. Litvinoff had the ordering of Britain’s 
affairs could he have ordered them to our greater 
disadvantage? Could he have done more to ensure 
that Red France is to be a link between Red Russia 
and Red Britain—a Red Britain duly plunged, as 
France is next scheduled to be, in the blood bath 
in which every triumph of the Hammer and Sickle 
is duly toasted and baptised ? 

Not M. Litvinoff, but Messrs. Baldwin, Eden 
and MacDonald have the ordering of Britain’s 
affairs. Are they asleep or dead from the neck up? 
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T would be amusing, were it not so pathetic, 
to see the way in which certain Liberals who, 
not so long ago, were fervent supporters of 

the League of Nations, scuttling back to their holes 
when they begin to perceive the dangers which 
wiser heads had perceived all along. 

Mr. J. A. Spender, for instance, formerly the 
oracle of Liberal orthodoxy, has discovered that 
the League was bound to fail directly it resorted to 
force. Then we have Lord Lothian requiring a 
series of articles in order to make his apologia. 
His Lordship has now discovered that national 
sovereignty of a country is incompatible with the 
status of a League which pretends to revise treaties 
and provide security against the aggression of one 
or more States. Lord Lothian utters a profound 
truth when he says that free and democratic nations 
must always find it difficult to defend themselves, 
because the discipline essential must spring from 
the people themselves, and it does not. 


POLITICAL COMPROMISE 

That is the real reason why the League of 
Nations came into being in the first instance. 
After the war the democracies, though triumphant 
in the end largely by the weight of money power 
in a struggle lasting for four years, were them- 
selves almost at the last gasp. The Armistice 
came with enormous debts owing by everybody 
except Uncle Sam, the world creditor, having 
made his money out of the belligerents in the first 
three years of the war. Taxation in this country 
rose to stupendous heights and is there still. So 
the politicians thought what an easy way out it 
would be if, instead of putting aside large budgets 
for adequate Armies, Navies, and Air Forces, they 
could find a compromise. 

They found it in the League of Nations, the half- 
baked conception of President Woodrow Wilson, 
who really knew less than any man of the intri- 
cacies of European nationalities. None the less 
he was enthusiastically supported by Mr. Lloyd 
George, at the time a great figure, with a nimble 
but all the same a small mind, incapable of a really 
big all-Empire idea. Lloyd George went round 
preaching the false gospel of the ‘* self-determina- 
tion of little peoples,’ in which he was thinking 
mainly of the Welsh. At all events the self- 
determination of little peoples is as ridiculous as the 
self-determination of you or me to defy the power 
of the law, or any other force majeure, unless we 
are strong enough to do so. 

Nevertheless, the idea caught on in a war-weary 
Europe, sick of armaments and slaughter, and the 
League of Nations came into being, blessed by 
nearly all our politicians, and particularly encour- 
aged by Mr. Ramsay MacDonald, who smelt 
from the start involvements which would weaken 
the nation and Empire, and permit some little two- 
penny-halfpenny power to put its nose to its 
fingers and tell the Ministers of the King of 
England to go to Hell. He saw in it the tempta- 


Riots in Egypt—a result of our “democratic” 
foreign policy. 


tion to disarm and rely upon the Council Chamber 
at Geneva, so that in fact the lion’s teeth would be 
drawn. To do him justice he has never faltered. 
SIDE BY SIDE WITH HIS INEXPLICABLE 
LIAISON WITH THE RUSSIAN SOVIET, 
THE MOST BRUTAL TYRANNY IN THE 
WORLD’S HISTORY, HE WORKED FOR 
WORLD DISARMAMENT AND FAILING 
TO GET IT, NEVERTHELESS DISARMED 
US. 
A DANGEROUS FRAUD 

And now even leading Liberals have begun at 
last to tumble to the idea that the League is a 
fraud and a dangerous fraud at that. Obsessed 
with the faith that democracy was something holy 
of itself, oblivious to the fact which history has 
always taught that the god Demos is a blind 
stumbling fool, and whatever he does ends in 
catastrophe, they followed along behind, clashing 
their cymbals and singing their pzans of praise. 
Now they know better. They had failed to take 
into account that the inevitable result of weak 
democracy would give immediate encouragement 
to Communism, otherwise banditry, rapine and 
murder, and that, again, would be countered and 
defeated by nationalism. 
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Danger 


XUM 


By KIM 


Democracy has given birth on the one hand to 
Communism and on the other to National Dictator- 
ship, based on love of country and a determination 
to be free of a foreign yoke. Communism leads 
of course to dictatorship also, and the most rigid 
form of all, but it climbs its way over massacred 
bodies, destruction and robbery, whilst the blood- 
less dictatorship of Hitler and Mussolini is to place 
the nation secure from the worst of ills—a war of 
annihilation—and at the same time to conduct the 
country in such a way that it will be rich and 
prosperous. In other words, it is concerned first 
and last with its own people’s security and pros- 
perity. 


Two GREAT NATIONS 


Both Signor Mussolini and Herr Hitler, when 
they obtained power, found their countries not 
only unarmed, but in a state of abject poverty. 
Their first task was to make them safe from the 
pernicious interference of a League of Nations or 
any other foreign power. This they have accom- 
plished. They have enormously increased their 
armed forces, everything being sacrificed to that 
end, when they can dictate to the unarmed or 
inferior powers. They are both unassailable by 
land, sea and air. Gradually they are beginning 
to improve their economic position despite the 
croaking of foreign democrats who are never right. 


FREEDOM IN A WORD CAN ONLY BE 
ASSURED IF PEOPLE ARE PREPARED 
TO FIGHT FOR IT, AND THAT MEANS 
DISCIPLINE AND SELF-SACRIFICE. A 
DEMOCRATIC GOVERNMENT DARE NOT 
ENFORCE EITHER UNLESS AN EMERG- 
ENCY OCCURS WHEN IT IS TOO LATE. 
FREEDOM IS NO DIVINE GIFT FROM 
HEAVEN. 


Meantime, Great Britain is suffering all the ills 
of democracy with none even of the dubious 
blessings. ‘* Democracy is no longer a factor that 
counts in Europe,’’ says The Observer. Does Mr. 
Baldwin perceive this? Does his Foreign Minister, 
Mr. Eden, see it? Or, do they see it and have not 
the courage to admit their failure? They must 
certainly note that if the Locarno Powers do 
assemble in October it is very unlikely that 
Germany and Russia will meet across the: table. 
To Germany and Italy Locarno is already a dead 
letter. With democracy in their grip what do 
they care about new Locarno resolutions? 

Yet, if we are to be cursed with democracy, why 
are we to be duped by Mr. Eden who signs a 
treaty with Egypt before the matter has been dis- 
cussed in the House of Commons? He times an 


Results of a lathi charge during the Indian riots. 
Mr. Eden has tried to buy peace from the agitators 
“with the spurious coin of a pretence democracy.” 


abject surrender, a blow to the whole structure of 
the Empire, and signs it at the period when Parlia- 
ment is not sitting and cannot defeat the Treaty 
if it wished todo so. The whole business has been 
dishonest back-stairs intrigues and scuttle, down 
to the secret broadcast by Nahas Pasha to Egypt, 
which we might not hear. 


SHAMEFUL BARTERING 


Mr. Eden has tried to buy a peace from a number 
of noisy agitators by paying them with the spurious 
coin of a pretence democracy. Neither Egypt, nor 
India, if it came to that, would survive as demo- 
cratic and independent states for any time if we 
were to wash our hands of them—as the Romans 
once did of the Britons, who were enslaved at 
once—and withdraw our protection. Mr. Eden 
not only hands over Egypt to our enemies, but 
also the Soudan as well. It apparently does not 
occur to him that this act spells heavy loss if not 
ruin to those British nationals who have staked 
their fortunes in Egyptian business, on the strength 
of British control. 

So we have in Mr. Eden the trickeries of a 
politician who evades the first principles of a demo- 
cracy, namely, the will of the representatives of 
the public, and the foibles and feeblenesses of a 
democratic politician who still stands by the 
League of Nations, now shown to be a sham and 
a fraud. 

And is Mr. Eden himself any better ? 
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Truth About Spai 


End This Conspiracy of Lies 


By Father F. Woodlock, S.J. 


REMEMBER seeing somewhere—or did I 

hear over the wireless ?—a series of ‘‘personal 

views ’’ expressed under the title: Were I 
dictator. If I were asked what I would do at 
present *‘ were I dictator ’’ in this country, I would 
include in my reforms the regulation that readers 
of the truly obscurantist pink press in England 
should be obliged to hear the other side about 
Spain by reading the detailed, eye witnesses’ 
accounts of the anti-religious atrocities by the 
“Reds”? which have 
been given to English 
readers by a_ few, 
notably the Northcliffe, 
papers. No less impor- 
tant is it, that the history 
of the events leading up 
to the outbreak of the 
revolution should be 
made manifest to all our 
workers, for these events 
alone can justify us in 
giving our sympathy to 
the cause of the insur- 
gents and make us object 
to the title ‘‘ rebels ”’ 
being applied to them 
to-day, as the B.B.C. continues to do. 

If only the Spanish Cortes had something like 
our Hansard and could publish reports of the 
debates that took place in the ‘‘ House ’’ between 
the elections of last February and the outbreak of 
the Civil War, Englishmen would realise that the 
country had been reduced to such a state of anarchy 
that had similar conditions existed at home, 
Englishmen would have similarly revolted. Since 
February, Senor Calvo Sotelo, the leader of the 
‘“‘ Right ”’ party in the Cortes (a party which, be 
it remembered, represented a majority of the voters, 
though it was in a minority in the ‘‘ House ”’) 
narrated in detail twice weekly in the Cortes a list 
of the outrages, arsons, pillages, imprisonments 
without trial and murders which had occurred 
throughout Spain in the previous two days. The 
list grew steadily week by week. His demands 
that the Government should restore order and con- 
trol those responsible for the state of anarchy were 
met by outbursts of contemptuous disapproval, and 
in the Cortes itself his assassination was foretold 
by members of the ‘‘ Left ’ which had taken com- 
plete contro! of the Government. 

The country, during those months, was like a 

.tumbling, seething volcano, and when the 
courageous patriot was murdered, the inevitable 
eruption took place. The revolt of those who are 
to-day the “‘ anti-red ’’ patriots, only anticipated a 


FATHER WOODLOCK 


Communist coup d’état which, it is stated on good 
authority, was due to take place on July 30th. 


The ‘*‘ Government,’’ during its five months of 
office, had never been, to quote Abraham Lincoln’s 
famous declaration, ‘‘A Government of the people, 
by the people, for the people,’? but a Government 
of a group of ‘ Left’’ parties made up of 
Radicals, Communists, Syndicalists, Socialists and 
Anarchists, against whom the majority of voters 
had declared at the polls. It had never made any 
attempt to suppress the activities of those who 
with no semblance of legality had oppressed those 
who possessed any property or who practised their 
religion. If the honest, decent working man in 
England had been allowed to know the causes of 
the revolt his sympathies would not have been 
enlisted on behalf of those who, he was taught by 
his ‘‘ pink press,’’ were his ‘‘ comrades,’’ working 
men of Spain attacked by a Fascist military caste 
seeking to overthrow a genuinely popular, demo- 
cratic and constitutionally elected Government. 


It will be a slow and difficult task to bring the 
true state of affairs to the knowledge of the British 
working man. The wells of truth have been 
poisoned. I have myself known a number of 
cases where readers of the ‘‘ pink press’’ shut 
their eyes and stop their ears against authentic 
news with the general 
statement: ‘‘I don’t 
want to see the paper, 
I know it only prints 
lies! Whereas, he 
swallows trustfully the 
transcript of what ‘‘a 
priest’’ is alleged to 
have ‘said over the wire- 
less from Madrid, or a 
lady visitor to Spain 
writes in the ‘* New 
Witness,’’ or what the 
correspondent of his 
paper, enjoying special 
passes and facilities from 
the Reds because he Sotelo, Spanish patriot, 
represents English was murdered 
Socialism, has to tell — vile regime. 
him. Naturally a num- 


ber of. our workers are eager to support by 


levies and ‘‘ flag days the fight of their ‘‘over- 


seas comrades’’ for freedom and democracy 
against ‘‘ military dictatorship and Fascist 
oppression.”’ 


British workers cannot see how the struggle in 
Spain.can have anything necessarily to do with 
religion. Indeed few know anything of how the 
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destruction of churches and murder of priests and 
nuns has been almost invariably the first objective 
to be realised in any successful attack by the reds. 

If many of our working men in England welcome 
the slogan from Moscow “‘ workers unite,’’? and 
vaguely approve of Communist aims, few of them 
have grasped the fact that the destruction of 
religion is fundamental in the programme for 
establishing the Communist International of Lenin 
and the United Front throughout the world. Yet 
the ‘ A.B.C. of Communism,”’ a Soviet publica- 
tion, says plainly: ‘‘ The Soviet power must exert 
the most fervent propaganda against religion.” 
‘* All religions are one and the same poison . . . 
a fight to the death must be declared against 
them.’’ ‘‘ Our task is not to reform, but to destroy 
all kinds of religion, all kinds of morality.” 

Bukharin declared that ‘‘ Religion and Com- 
munism are incompatible, both theoretically and 
practically.” A circular of the Russian Com- 
munist Party says: ‘‘ Revolutionary Marxism 
asserts that it is the duty of the State to wage 
war without mercy on religion.” 

And this aim and ideal is not to be confined to 
Russia. ‘‘ The anti-religious campaign of the 
Soviet Government must not be restricted to 
Russia, it must be carried on throughout the whole 
world .. . The only difference consists in the fact 
that the struggle will be longer in some countries 
than in others.’? On this matter, Lounatcharsky 
wrote: ‘* WE MUST KNOW HOW TO HATE, 
FOR ONLY AT THIS PRICE CAN WE 
CONQUER THE UNIVERSE.... THE 
ANTI-RELIGIOUS CAMPAIGN MUST BE 
CARRIED ON THROUGHOUT THE 
WORLD.” 

In its issue of 26th February, 1930, the English 
Daily Worker said: ‘‘ Our party must take up 
the offensive against religion at this very moment ;”’ 
and the ‘‘ Red Dawn ”’ manifesto addressed to 
youth ends with the words: ‘‘ By leaving all myths 
behind you, in burying Gods and dead Christs, by 
creating a new world, and in waving the Red Flag, 


This Church was broken into and desecrated by the Spanish Communists, who wrecked the sacred statues and 
broke the benches in an orgy of destruction. 


you will become a child of life.”’ How few who, 
in England wave the Red Flag realise the sinister 
significance of that symbol or the aims of the 
world-wide conspiracy of which it is the emblem! 
IT 1S UNDER THE RED FLAG THAT 


THE SO-CALLED GOVERNMENT FIGHTS 


TO-DAY SPAIN. THE INSUR- 
GENTS WHO FIGHT AGAINST IT ARE 
NOT REBELS, BUT PATRIOTS, WHO 
ARE STRIVING TO KEEP FOR THE 
SPANISH PEOPLE THE LIBERTY TO BE 
CHRISTIANS. 

It is perhaps unfortunate that the ‘‘ Pope of 
Rome ”’ should be the first to warn the world 
against Communism as its most deadly foe. There 
is a danger lest Protestant prejudice and the 
English almost innate ‘ anti-Roman ”’ bigotry 
should make Britons hesitate to place themselves 
on what may be regarded as the Catholic side in 
regard to Communism. Yet it is not in any way 
a denominational question : all who value Christian 
civilisation should stand shoulder to shoulder 
against a common enemy of mankind. It is sad to 
see the Anglo-Catholic Church Times so blind to 
the nature of Communism that in an editorial note 
in its issue of August 7th it warned its readers that : 
‘* In its methods, Fascism is as anti-Christian as 
Communism. In its ideals and its aims it is more 
definitely anti-Christian.’”’ I am not a Fascist— 
far from it !—but I cannot see that Fascism as such 
is to be blamed for Hitler’s persecution of the Jews 
and Christian Churches in Germany, nor Musso- 
lini’s war in Abyssinia, the result of Italian 
Fascism, under which, by the war, the Catholic 
Church leads a very tolerable existence. Anyway, 
the war in Spain is not the result of a Fascist 
revolution. In contrast with Fascism, Communism 
as a real existing fact is essentially anti-religious 
in its aims, ideals and methods, and though 
the average British worker does not go to Church, 
he is still a Christian at heart and would be opposed 
to Communism if ever he could understand its 
real nature, 
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BULWARKS 
AGAINST COMMUNISM 


By Douglas Wilson 


N the principle that anything that is new.and 
novel and savours of the exercise of 
authority invites challenge, the German 

Government’s method of dealing with Commun- 
ists, revolutionaries and enemies of the State have 
been subjected to a good deal of criticism here. 

I have had a unique opportunity during the past 
few months of getting at the facts, of seeing Herr 
Himmler, now chief of the entire German police at 
the Ministry of the Interior, of seeing the S.S. 
(Nazi Guards) at work, of looking over the much 
maligned Concentration Camps at will, without 
guide, let or hindrance. Here are some of my 
impressions. 

In the first place a few words about Himmler 
himself, now that, for two months, he has been not 
merely Secret Police Chief, but the supreme con- 
troller, under Herr Hitler, of the entire force of 
the Reich. 

When, in 1925, Hitler was released from the 
Fortress of Landsberg, and the Nazi Party was 
reorganised, Himmler was given responsible 


duties with the S.A., and nearly eight years ago, 
at the Fuehrer’s request, he assumed control of the 
S.S., then only 270 strong. Soon after the Nazis’ 
accession to power it was 40,000 strong; and by 
June, 1934, it totalled 220,000. But the events sur- 
rounding the Roehme revolt produced a purge of 
nearly 40,000 men. 


The force gained immensely. It now comprises 
an organisation remarkable for its esprit de corps, 
its comradeship, and its loyalty to Himmler, and, 
through him, to the Fuehrer, and complete devo- 
tion to the protection and development of National 
Socialism upon a sound and rational basis. Its 
triumphant success in safeguarding and fostering 
the present régime in Germany is sufficient expla- 
nation of the promotion of its chief. 

When I discussed with Herr Himmler the 
working of his vast and perfectly organised insti- 
tution he explained to me that its functions are 
divided into three categories (1) administration ; 
(2) a racial and settlement department; and (3) 
a security service. It is thus alJ-embracing, pro- 
viding the means of dealing with membership, 
promotion and general organisation ; the expan- 
sion of the philosophical training of the Black 
Guards and the application of the Nazi racial 
theories, as well as land settlement by the country’s 
best stock, and, finally, the assurance of safety for 
the Realm-leader and prominent party members. 


BOLSHEVIK WILES 


In short, it is the safeguard against disruption 
and the relentless intrigue of the Communists, 
aided by Russian money and the strong arm of 
Moscow, who are sworn to leave no_ stone 
unturned in their efforts to upset the political and 
economic applecart of the Nazis. Despite the sur- 
veillance of Herr Himmler and the S.S., however, 
the nefarious work continues. It is impossible, 
even with such a highly organised protective insti- 
tution, to counteract every individual contribution 
to the network of conspiracy. Perhaps the greatest 
difficulty with which Himmler has to contend is the 
fact that Communists have managed to escape to 
Moscow, where they have received, and are 
receiving, training and assistance in the wiles of 
revolutionary propaganda, and have got back into 
Germany, using false passports, to spread to their 
co-agitators what they have learned. They have 
been astute enough, though, not to return to their 
old haunts. The Prussian, for instance, goes to 
Bavaria or Saxony, and the Saxon or Bavarian to 
Prussia. 


Actually, of course, the Comintern knows it 
cannot now destroy the Nazi State; therefore it 
delights to assist and incite these German Com- 
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Herr Himmler is responsible for the organisation 
; of this splendid body of 


munists to cause as much trouble as they can 
among the working class population. There are 
still some malcontents in Germany, and during 
one of my numerous conversations with Herr 
Himmler I asked why stringent measures were not 
taken to still discontented voices. He smilingly 
replied: ‘‘ Those who merely talk are harmless, 
and when it comes to the point you will find that 
there is more bark than bite ; for instance, you are 
not likely to find a dangerous Communistic agita- 
tor grumbling openly over his mug of beer after 
the manner of the small bourgeois; he works 
silently and swiftly.”’ 


MORAL EFFECT 


But, nevertheless, the moral effect upon the less 
passionate Communistic element been 
marked, and many of those who, if law and order 
were less vigilantly enforced, would be encouraged 
to show their hand are silenced in the face of the 
strong force of patriots, composed of, in Herr 
Himmler’s own words to me: ‘‘ Men whose 
honesty is above question, and who will not waver 
in the face of danger.” This integrity is demon- 
strated by the activities of the S.S. Never is a man 
punished upon mere suspicion of contracting with 
the revolutionaries, and it is seldom, if ever, that an 
arrest is made without concrete grounds and proof 
of implication. 

There is no doubt at all that the system has 
worked itself to good purpose, for the very small 
number of political prisoners now held seems to 
indicate that Herr Himmler’s network has been 
very closely drawn, and that the results of his sur- 
veillance, as well as the increase in patriotism of 
the German people, has reduced the Bolshevik 


young patriots. 


propagandists to a number out of all proportion in 
comparison with that which was known to be 
active at the beginning of the Third Reich. 

All of which expresses more eloquently than any 
words could possibly describe the grotesque nature 
of the allegations by the Russian prisoners, before 
their execution last week, that Herr Himmler was 
intriguing with them against Stalin. For one 
thing, he is much too shrewd a man to place his 
confidences in the discredited satellites of Lenin, 
with the possibility of exposure; and, secondly, 
there is not, never has been, and never can be, any 
possible point of contact between a man like 
Himmler, who is spending all his working life in 
combating revolution, and those who are engaged 
in inciting Germans to return to their own country 
to pursue it! 


FRANCE AND SPAIN 


Herr Himmler explained to me that the Reich 
authorities were early aware of the trend of things 
both in France and in Spain. They actually knew 
beforehand of the instructions which were being 
sent from Moscow to the Spanish Communists, 
and of the strong move to the Left in French 
politics. 

*“* We are wedged between Russia and France,”’ 
Herr Himmler declared, ‘‘ and, regarding our- 
selves as a bulwark of order against the excesses 
of the revolutionaries, we have to be prepared for 
eventualities. 

** We are united of one common inspiration ; we 
recognise but one way and one mission: to 
strengthen our country and so to equip our people 
that they can face the future, and the. problems 
which it brings, with assurance, and unafraid.” 
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STALIN 


PLANS WORLD 


DOMINATION 


N ingenuous announcement appeared in the 
Evening Standard the other day stating that 
Bolshevism was dead! It would appear, 

however, that the new Constitution so loudly pro- 
claimed by Stalin and so eagerly greeted by the 
members of the Liberal and Labour parties in 
England, is merely a piece of bluff to cloak a 
sinister activity, an intensified re-armament, and a 
redoubling of revolutionary propaganda all over 
the world. 

Behind the mask of granting greater freedom to 
his people, of recreating the bourgeois and 
capitalist classes, Stalin is solidifying his position 
as supreme dictator and is ruthlessly exterminating 
all his antagonists, not only in Russia but in 
foreign countries as well. And even while he 


RUSSIA’S TRIUMVIRATE OF 
TERRORISTS 


MERIEL BUCHANAN 


Lubianka are full again of men and women sus- 
pected of treason against the State, and Yagoda, 
friend and confederate of Dzerjinski (known to the 
world as the *‘ Red Executioner,’’) can once more 
satisfy his inhuman cruelty, and smiling all over 
his evil yellow face, exercise those methods of 
torture and terrorism which made his name so 
notorious in the ranks of the Cheka, infamous pre- 
decessor of the Ogpu. 

IN EVERY COUNTRY THERE ARE 
ALWAYS TWO OGPU OFFICES, THE ONE 
KNOWN AND RECOGNISED BY THE 


| YAGODA (facing camera) “can 
Stalin’s latest purge. 
and YEGOROFF (right), Chief of the Soviet General Staff. 


once more satisfy his inhuman cruelty "’ in 
With him are GAMARNIK, the notorious Comm . 


proclaims the new Constitution and _ talks 
grandiloquently about his fight against Terrorism, 
he imposes a new reign of Terror on his.people, 
and sweeps the country with the dreaded forces of 
the Ogpu, who gather guilty and innocent alike 
into their net. 


Having sunk into false oblivion under its new 
title of Commissariat of International Affairs, the 
Ogpu is now once more casting its grim and dread- 
ful shadow over Russia. 


The prisons of the 


AUTHORITIES, THE OTHER SO SECRET 
THAT EVEN THE SOVIET EMBASSY OR 
LEGATION ARE KEPT IN IGNORANCE OF 
ITS WHEREABOUTS, WHICH IS ONLY 
KNOWN TO THE HEAD OF THE FOREIGN 
DEPARTMENT IN MOSCOW. 


These secret offices and agents of the Ogpu have 
for years past kept a close watch not only on the 
Soviet officials, but also on the White Russian 
emigrés, on all the people with whom the latter 
come in contact, and also on all those who are 
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known to be working in 
any way against the 
Soviet. Secret agents 
travel under false names 
and use forged passports ; 
they establish themselves 
in the countries where 
they reside ; some of them 
are even people of high 
rank and appear above 
reproach, whom nobody 
would suspect of being in 
the pay of the world’s 
most dangerous enemy. 


MAN OF 
STEEL! 


They have various and 
devious methods of gain- 
ing their ends. They 
arrange demonstrations, 
they keep in close touch 
with Foreign Embassies, 
they intercept documents, 
and letters, they place 
their spies as_ servants 
with well-known people, 
whose activities they 
want to watch, they cast 
aspersion on the good name of those whom they 
wish to destroy, they incriminate them in gossip 
and unsavoury financial and other scandals. 


RULE OF FEAR 

Until now, these agents have worked in secret, 
and few have even suspected their presence in 
European capitals, but now, carrying out Stalin’s 
purge, they are spreading terror in the Soviet 
Russian Colonies in London and other countries; 
they are checking up on all Russians abroad and 
are examining the movements and antecedents of 
all those with whom they have come in contact. 

Stalin is determined to crush and utterly annihi- 
late not only all the supporters and sympathisers 
of the Trotsky Group, but all those who have ever 
dared to murmur against his government. The 
execution of the sixteen alleged leaders of the con- 
spiracy does not satisfy him, his rule of terror is 
extending itself and he is widening it day by day. 
HE IS USING THE NAME OF TROTSKY, 
HIS OLD ENEMY AND MOST HATED 
RIVAL, AS AN EXCUSE FOR RUINING 
AND DESTROYING ALL WHO STAND IN 
HIS WAY, ALL WHO MIGHT HINDER 
HIM IN HIS DESIRE FOR SUPREME CON- 
TROL, SUPREME DICTATORSHIP OF 
THE U.S.S.R. 


“Stalin is infinitely more dangerous than 
Trotsky,’’ Lenin said many years ago, when the 


STALIN 


“*This tyrannical murdering despot 
intends to keep alive political and 
internal chaos by an elaborate sys- 
tem of murder and terrorism.” 


Man of Steel was only a minor member of the 
Bolshevik party. ‘‘ His double-faced methods can 
only be measured by the intensity of his political 
frenzy and by the greatness of his ambition, 
which is unlimited.” 


That ‘‘ unlimited ambition ’’ has swept aside all 
obstacles, all opposition, all obstructions which 
stood in his way; enemies and friends have all 
gone down before that ruthless iron will, that un- 
scrupulous egotism, and that avid greed for power 
which still remains unsatisfied. Stalin has now 
eliminated and shot down some of the oldest 
members of the Party, the old and trusted friends 
of Lenin, and is pitilessly searching for new 
victims, and harbouring new dreams of further 
conquests and wider domination. 


It is almost impossible to know what Stalin’s 
ultimate goal is. His power in Russia is supreme 
—Life and Death depend upon his word—and 
although the original Bolshevik creed was to 
destroy in order to rebuild, it would appear that 
this tyrannical murdering despot intends to keep 
alive political and internal chaos by an elaborate 
system of murder and terror. . 


Such is Bolshevism that is being preached, not 
in the open, but cloaked and dressed up in the way 
that will lure and mislead those who have leanings 
towards a Soviet form of Government. 
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Europe Under Arms 


By Robert Machray 


PART from the Spanish Civil War, two 
events of great international significance 
marked last month. The first, which was 

made known on August 11, was a decree of Soviet 
Russia for lowering the age for her military ser- 
vice from 21 to 19 years. The second, which was 
dated August 24, was a decree of Herr Hitler 
doubling the period of active compulsory service in 
the German Army, Navy and Air Forces from one 
to two years, and could be considered only as a 
counter-move to the measure taken by Moscow. 
The two decrees imply a very considerable increase 
in the armaments that are piling up on the 
Continent. 

There may be some doubt respecting the actual 
figures involved by those decrees, but there is good 
reason to believe that the effect of the one will be 
to raise the strength of Red Russia from 1,300,000 
to 1,500,000 men, and that the result of the other 
will be to raise the strength of Germany from 
550,000 to 700,000 men. In themselves those 
figures are impressive enough, but it has to be 
added that they apply to strength on a peace 
footing alone, and that behind them there are 
reserves of millions of men, who are at least partly 
trained. IN BOTH COUNTRIES THE 
WHOLE APPARATUS OF THE STATE IS 
CONCENTRATED ON PREPARATION 
FOR WAR, AND THE INCULCATION OF 
THE WAR SPIRIT. 

From the size of their populations Soviet Russia 
and Germany might naturally be thought to have 
the largest potential of war, but on Sunday Signor 
Mussolini, in the course of a stirring speech, 
declared that Italy “‘ can at any time, in a few 
hours and on a single frontier, mobilise 8,000,000 
men.’ The figure appears to be excessive, but 
during the past twelve months or so such a number 
of Mussolini’s statements which at first seemed 
incredible have proved to be in accordance with the 
truth that it may be accepted as accurate. Neither 
the Soviet nor Germany could make a similar 
boast, though both no doubt will bear it in mind. 


THE RACE IN ARMAMENTS 


At any rate Mussolini was absolutely justified 
in saying that the race in armaments cannot now 
be checked. Nor its consequences. France has 
been thrown into a state of misgiving, even of 
alarm, by Hitler’s new military service decree, and 
no wonder, having regard to the size of their 
respective man-power—more than three to two in 
favour of Germany. France sees the danger 
signal, and is busy taking stock of her resources ; 
even spokesmen of the Left are now urging a great 
increase in her armed strength, but the pacifism of 
the Left stands in the way, and will have to be 
overcome somehow or other. It is the old story 
of sowing and reaping, or, in other words, Si vis 
pacem, para bellum, 


France wil! have to increase her forces well 
above the half-million men with which she is 
credited. She is also looking to her allies—this 
explains the visit to Warsaw a fortnight ago of 
General Gamelin, the Chief of the French General 
Staff, and the return-visit to Paris this week of 
General Rydz-Smigly, the Chief of the Polish 
Army and the acknowledged successor of 
Pilsudski. As is well known, Poland does not see 
eye to eye with France concerning the Franco- 
Soviet Pact of Mutual Assistance, and that is a 
dificulty. BUT WHATEVER THE RESULT 
OF THE SOLDIERS’ CONVERSATIONS, IT 
MAY BE TAKEN FOR GRANTED THAT IT 
IS NOT DISARMAMENT BUT ARMAMENT 
THAT HAS BEEN THEIR PRINCIPAL 
THEME. 


CZECHOSLOVAKIA PREPARES 


During the last two or three months another of 
France’s allies has been rather prominent in the 
news, namely, Czechoslovakia. This small State, 
the offspring of the political genius of Masaryk and 
Benesh, occupies an unfortunate strategical posi- 
tion in the very centre of Europe, and is now 
supposed to be menaced by Germany. It was— 
and is—an intensely pacific country, but is not 
pacifist. President Benesh still holds to the League 
of Nations, but none the less he has been devoting 
his chief activities to enlarging and strengthen- 
ing the Czechoslovak army—which concluded 
manoeuvres last week, more than 100,000 men 
taking part. 


It is true that the troops employed in those 
manoeuvres included about two-thirds of the 
Czechoslovak standing army, but these opera- 
tions had a meaning that went far beyond the 
numbers engaged in them. This was the realisa- 
tion that, as things are, disarmament is nothing but 
the emptiest of dreams, and that the Czechoslovak 
nation must be armed against eventualities. 


All Europe is arming or rearming; even the 
small States are doing what they can. Disarm- 
ament as a policy is discredited—like the League. 
The hope expressed of some wonderful outcome 
from the meeting of the Locarno Powers in 
October is only too likely to turn out another fond 
thing vainly invented. In the deteriorated con- 
dition of Europe to-day, and with no sign of any 
change for the better, armaments are simply 
another name for preparedness, and the lack or 
inadequacy of them is the opposite. The question 
everyone should ask here in England is just this 
plain question. IS ENGLAND PREPARED? 
With millions of men in arms on the Continent— 
and her responsibilities far outrange Europe—is 
England ready to meet every danger? We all 
know that she is unprepared and unready. 
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By Air Mail—Simla, August. 


HITEHALL has passed the word to Simla 
that there must be no delay in getting 
Federation going ; and Simla, represented 

by the Viceroy and his naturally subservient 
Council, is all on fire to carry out Whitehall’s 
behest. 

After all, the present Viceroy is the former 
Chairman of the Joint Select Committee which 
gave its enthusiastic endorsement—as it was ex- 
pected to do—to the ‘* National ’’ Government’s 
policy of scuttle from India. 


And Lord Linlithgow, of course, owed his 
appointment to his complete concurrence with the 
Government’s views. If Federation did not come 
off—an unthinkable proposition from the Viceroy’s 
and Government’s point of view—the Joint Select 
Committee’s arduous and prolonged labours would 
be rendered largely futile. 

There might still be provincial autonomy, but no 
surrender at the very core and centre of Indian 
administration, and Whitehall’s gesture of placa- 
tion to the Indian Congresswallah would seem, 
from the impatient idealists’ standpoint, quite 
meaningless and hopeless. 


Reckless Experiment 


Simla and Whitehall know their Indian Princes 
only too well. The three sessions of the Round 
Table Conference brought the Home politician in 
close and daily contact with most of the ablest and 
most important of India’s Ruling Princes and also 
with the most distinguished of Indian State 
Ministers. This intimacy served to make the 
zealous constitution-framers acquainted with the 
characters and idiosyncracies of the men who were 
to be roped in to add lustre and an All-India flavour 
to the reckless experiment they were contemplating. 

And such knowledge as Whitehall could not 
gain from this three year contact with India’s 
Princes could easily be supplemented by the age- 
long experience of the Political Department of the 
Government of India. 

Simla has always been conscious of the Princes’ 
suspicions of its Political Department, but it has 
not been unduly perturbed by them in the past, 
realising that its ability to apply the screw when 
need be was well calculated to create wholesome 
respect. 

But at the moment Simla is only too painfully 
aware that the situation it has to face calls for very 
delicate handling. 

The Princes as a body are very far from being 
enamoured of this pretentious Federal scheme, the 
mutlab (significance) of which, they perceive, is 
that they are to be handed over bound to the tender 
mercies of the Congresswallah. 

If they are to be driven into Federation, pressure 


WHIPPING THE PRINCES 


By “Indicus” 


His Exalted Highness the N 


Lieut.-General His Highness the izam 
of of leading 
e 


Bikaner, first 
r of Princes’ Chamber. 


will no doubt have to be exerted in various subtle 
ways. But it would be fatal if any hint of that 
pressure leaked out. Coercion, open and avowed, 
would obviously spoil the effect of a scheme 
ostensibly designed to meet the demands of a united 
Indian nation.” 


So Simla is treading very warily. It has adopted 
a very kindly grandmotherly attitude to the 
Princes. It assures them that it is their best friend, 
only anxious to help them in their difficulties and 
fully sympathetic with their doubts and hesitations. 

If it is a matter of financial adjustments or 
dynastic complications or a mere general question 
of izzat, why not let ‘“‘Granny”’ assist to put things 
right? She has the power and the goodwill, and 
those who will only put themselves under her wing 
will soon discover that everything is as it should 
be in a perfect world. 

Surely this Instrument of Accession—a draft of 
which has been circulated to all the Princes—with 
its Schedules, is a very innocuous document? 
Why then delay in agreeing to sign it? 


In the Soup 


Of course, the Princes have every right to decide 
as they wish. That is being proclaimed from the 
hill tops. But let them consider this. Federation 
is certain to come and certain to come very soon. 

Lord Linlithgow himself made this clear in his 
speech at Benares at the end of July, emphasising 
the fact that in the very nature of things the 
interval between the establishment of provincial 
autonomy and the arrival of Federation could not 
be very long. 

How he reached that conclusion is nobody’s 
business. Sufficient that the Viceroy must know 
what he is talking about. And if Federation is to 
come so soon, the Princes who hold out against it 
may very well find themselves left—very much in 
the soup. 
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ANTHONY EDEN 


wearing russian Head-dress, at the Commissariat for 
Foreign Affairs in Moscow. The fur cap caused great 
amusement among Moscow crowds. 


(Continued from front Cover) 


things are not challenged by the people at large or 
by those political associations that are supposed 
to speak for the people. 

“ae wants honesty. IS SHE GETTING 

Let us look at the record of our present Foreign 
Secretary. 

When he first entered the House of Commons 
he issued an election address that was ‘‘ true blue.”’ 

He stood then for a strong and well armed 
Britain. 

But his recent record has been consistently 
towards that vapid and treacherous policy 
inaugurated .by his adopted Socialist Chief, 
Ramsay MacDonald, collective security coupled 
with disarmament. 

There was no honesty in the young Tory thus 
Striking his colours at the command of a 


By... 


‘*HISTORICUS ”’ 


Bolshevising Socialist—although it gained him 
the sweets of early office. 

As Minister for League of Nations Affairs and 
as Foreign Secretary, Anthony Eden dragged 
France into the provocative policy of Sanctions 
against Italy. He led the Negus to believe that 
the League of Nations was an instrument that could 
turn Italy back from her purpose. 

But he must have known that Britain had no 
force with which to implement the Eden bragging, 
and he must have known that France was so 
socially disrupt that Laval could not risk mobilisa- 
tion. 


WAS THAT HONEST? 


At the last moment, when Abyssinia had been 
egged on to a futile and disastrous resistance, 
Eden turned tail and bolted from his own braggart 
words. 


WAS THAT HONEST? 


Anthony Eden, the protégé of the old Sir Austen 
Chamberlain, the pet of the elderly Baldwin, the 
puppet of the senile MacDonald, sits in the House 
as a Conservative Imperialist. _ He was given 
Office as one of the Conservative nominees in the 
National Government. 


EMPIRE FOR SALE 


By all his early protestations he should have 
been the watch-dog of the Empire. But the watch- 
dog has trotted round carrying the lantern for the 
burglars. 

India has been sold. Egypt has been sold. And 
Palestine has been dropped into a slough of 
desperation. 

It is true that technically the Foreign Office is 
not directly responsible for the whole policy of the 
Near, Middle and Far East. But the bright young 


ANTHONY EDEN 
went to see Hitler on a matter of 
vital concern to Britain. As will 
be judged by the attitude of our 
Foreign Secretary, the man who 
saved Germany from the Red 
Menace did not mince his words. 
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WANTS 


Eden, the rising star, the one-time hope of 
Toryism, the elect of the failing triumvirate of the 
National Government, could have shaped or 
checked policy differently had he wished. 

THERE WAS A TIME IN OUR HISTORY 
WHEN A MINISTER WHO DISAGREED 
WITH THE SALE OF THE EMPIRE BY 
THOSE WHOM HE SERVED WOULD 
HAVE RESIGNED AND ROUSED THE 
COUNTRY AGAINST THE BETRAYAL. 

Not so, Mr. Eden. 

He has been content to forget his early high 
Toryism and to be the mouthpiece and agent of 
the disrupters. 

There is an even more sinister charge on the 
indictment. 

If Britain stands for anything in the world she 
stands for opposition to Bolshevism. 


To Germany, the great barrier in Europe against 
the spread of the Red Horror, he sent an 
impudent series of questions which Germany, 
very rightly, treated with contempt. To the Reds 
of Spain he gave an assurance that their campaign 
of rape and slaughter should not, at least, be 
interfered with by Christian England. 

Wherever he has had dealings with the friends 
of our own tradition, he has been provocative and 
aggressive. 

IT IS TO HIS REGIME IN WHITEHALL 
THAT RUSSIA OWES THAT £10,000,000 
CREDIT—BRITISH TAXPAYERS’ MONEY 
AT STAKE—WHICH IS_ ENABLING 
MOSCOW TO FEED THE REDS OF SPAIN 
WITH THE MEANS TO KILL MORE 
PRIESTS AND OUTRAGE MORE NUNS. 


Honest Mr. Eden, who stands for the State and 
Church, the rights of property and the sanctity of 
womanhood, is thus on the side of ruffians who 
hate an ordered State, who are determined to 
desecrate the Church, and who have no regard for 
woman’s purity. 


ANTHONY EDEN 
listening to the speech of Mustapha Nahas Pasha, Egyptian Prime Minister, before signing the Anglo-Egyptian Treaty. 


A great Imperial Power, built on capitalism and 
private enterprise, Bolshevism means death to her. 

Mr. Eden stands forth as the representative 
Minister of Britain. 

But he does not sever the ties that MacDonald 
wound about us. He strengthens them. 

At Geneva his_ closest coadjutor was 
LITVINOFF. Eden it was who traipsed to 
Moscow, there to be féted complete in Russian 
head-dress, by the Soviet junta. Eden it was who 
made much ado about Litvinoff at the time of King 
George’s funeral, that King whose cousin Litvi- 
noff’s confréres had foully murdered. 

WAS THIS HONESTY—THIS COMBINA- 
TION OF CONSERVATIVE PROTESTA- 
TIONS AND MACDONALDISH FAWNINGS 
UPON SOVIET RUSSIA? 


What manner of HONESTY is this? 


One can see that Ramsay MacDonald, tied hand 
and foot by his early record of the days when he 
called on Britain to follow Russia into Bolshevism, 
is unable to offend those who were once his 
friends and the paymasters of his associates. But 
why should Anthony Eden, bred in the tenets of 
Conservatism, returned to Parliament by Con- 
servatives, thus minister to the Red rabble ? 

The mere retention of Office in a discredited 
Government is not a sufficient motive for such a 
strange and dastardly betrayal of the principles 
he once enunciated. 


THERE IS A HIDDEN HAND BEHIND 
ALL THIS—TO WHOM DOES THIS HAND 


BELONG—AND WHERE IS IT LEADING 
US? 
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RACING 


Who Wins the Money 


By David Learmonth 


OW that the last of the Classics has been run 
and we are entering what is known as the 
back-end of the season, with its terrors such 

as nurseries and the back-end handicaps, we may 
well wonder how backers and bookmakers have 
fared up to date. 

A few superficial inquiries will not get at the 
truth, for, while the general tendency among book- 
makers is to bemoan their losses, that of backers 
is to brag about their wins and to make no mention 
of their losing bets. 

This is, perhaps, natural. The backer, who is 
in nearly every case an amateur, likes to appear 
as a shrewd fellow to his friends, while the 
bookmaker feels that it will be bad for business if 
he admits he has made a lot of money. — Backers 
may be apt to wonder whether the game is worth 
the candle when the scales appear so loaded 
against them or to argue that since old Solomon’ 
has been doing so well he can afford to extend the 
odds a bit. This is just what he cannot do; for 
if he lays consistently a point over the odds, 
nothing is more certain than that he will lose 
money. 

A certain very shrewd man, who has been racing 
for many years and has a good business in the 
East End of London as well, has set up as a book- 
maker this season and has been laying a point 
over the odds for the last two or three months to 
attract clients and, I fancy, in particular the 
clients of a certain rival. It has already cost him 
well over five figures, and until he decides it is 
time to draw in his horns it will continue to cost 
him money. 


Forced to Gamble 


It will be seen, therefore, that, although a book- 
maker may make a large income, his percentage 
of profit on turnover is small. This is not a very 
good way of explaining his position, because his 
profit is not a steady one. He has days when he 
wins a nice lot of money and days which result 
in a loss. 

He is forced to gamble a bit, as it is often im- 
possible to make a round book, or in other words 
a book where he is bound to win whichever horse 
in the race comes in first. In a big race he may 
have four or five losing horses in his book, and 
in any case the favourite should be a loser for 
him. 

The point is that not only has he to win money 
for himself, but he has to keep his clientele. Com- 
petition is keen, so he cannot afford to cramp the 
odds. If he finds himself quite unable to offer 
as good a price as his neighbour, the best he can 
do is to offer to take the bet at starting price and 
hope for the best. This means that if the client 
thinks the horse is unlikely to shorten any further 
he will take the bet, which does not help the book- 


maker a bit. If, however, he feels he will get the 
best of the market by having a bet at once he will 
go elsewhere. The bookmaker may, of course, be 
able to get rid of some money for a horse which 
stands too heavy in his book; but he will prob- 
ably drop a point in doing so. 

From all this one would naturally conclude that 
backers must be in clover. I am quite convinced, 
however, that very few of them make a profit at 
the end of the season. There are all sorts of un- 
successful backers about, some of them with great 
and wholly undeserved reputations as good judges 
of racing. 

One of these gentlemen, more nearly related to 
an imbecile than most of his kind, after losing his 
fortune by crazy speculations on the turf ‘was 
appointed manager of a large stable of horses. 
The stable became the subject of sympathetic com- 
ments from the more futile of the racing Press, 
who described its owner as ‘“‘ dead out of luck ”’ 
and “‘ able to do nothing right.’’ The only thing 
wrong the poor man did was to appoint a nit-wit 
as a manager, 


Professional Backers 


It may be said pretty safely that the gilded 
youth type of heavy punter does not last long. 
He may be lucky enough to see the red light and 
get out of temptation by taking up another hobby 
before it is too late; but that is the best that usually 
happens to him. Since, however, he is only a flash 
in the pan, let us leave him to consider the pro- 
fessional backer and the ordinary common or 
garden ‘‘ mug punter.” 

The professional backer is in nearly every case 
a commission agent who is engaged on a_per- 
centage of winnings to place money for stables. 
He works for various owners and is thus not only 
in a position to know what horses are fancied, but 
to get the best of the market for himself. His is 
a whole-time job and, speaking generally, he is 
the only person who consistently makes money, 
with the exception of certain clever trainers and 
owners. But even these have their awkward times. 

The ‘‘ mug punter ”’ is the bookmaker’s joy and 
the source of profit of the big advertising firms, 
most of which hastily close the accounts of any 
clients who seem to be getting inspired informa- 
tion. Comparatively few people of this class keep 
accounts, with the result that they have little idea 
of their position at the end of the year. 

There are some others who attend the meetings 
regularly and take their betting very seriously, 
working harder for a living than they would need 
to do in many other pursuits. For a time they 
seem to do well and often last for some years; 
but nearly all of them disappear eventually. 

The bookmakers may grumble; but they hold 
the trump cards. 
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Arm the Law 


By Dan Russell 


IS cottage stands half way up the village 

street in the midst of an expanse of trim 

garden. It is no different from the other 
cottages in the row save that there is a stone above 
the front door and on that stone is engraved the 
legend ‘* Blankshire Constabulary.’’ Often you 
may see him working in the garden in which he 
takes such a pride. He is a fine figure of a man, 
though of late he has grown rather portly. His 
eyes, which are blue and mild, twinkle at you 
from a healthy red face which is bisected by an 
enormous sandy moustache. His speech, though 
more grammatical than that of the villagers, bears 
strong traces of the soft country burr. And, 
though he is the village policeman, P.C. 
Grimblethorpe is one of the most respected men 
in the parish. 

The task of representing the law in a country 
district is not an easy one. If the constable is 
strict in carrying out his duties, then he is hated 
and feared. If, on the other hand, he is lax and 
easy-going, then he is regarded with contempt. 
The art of striking the happy mean between strict- 
ness and benevolence calls for a man of exceptional 
character-and tact. Such men are few and far 
between. We in the village count ourselves lucky 
that we have Tom Grimblethorpe as our repre- 
sentative of the law. He has been with us now 
for ten years and during that time we have come to 
know and admire him, not for the blue uniform 
that he wears, but for what he is—a man. 

He does not mix with the villagers; he keeps 
himself to himself. Occasionally he will drop 
into the Green Man for a pint of beer and a game 
of darts, but most of his spare time is spent in his 
garden. He is not, however, unsociable, he 
always has a salute and a cheery word for every- 
one, be they squire, rector or labourer. It is 
simply that he is aware that his position sets him 
apart from other men. He is aware that his 
presence causes some constraint amongst the 
cheerful company of the Green Man. Therefore, 
he stays away. 


A Glass Too Much 


I should imagine that his record of convictions 
must be the lowest in the County Force. He has 
no time for petty offences and restrictions. Only 
last week young Will Evans took a glass too much 
and was discovered by P.C. Grimblethorpe sitting 
in the middle of the road singing softly to himself. 
Thereupon Grimblethorpe assisted him to his feet 
and conveyed him home. Next morning he called 
upon a sick and chastened Will and solemnly 
pointed out the error of his ways. As Will said 
afterwards, ‘‘ A dressed I down pra’aper. Reckon 
I got to be more careful. Can’t let un down. 
Pra’aper owd sport a be.’’ Often, when I have 
been cycling home after dark without a light a 
mountainous form has materialised from the hedge 


and a deep voice had cried, ‘‘ Good night, sir. 
You’ll be careful, wont ’ee?’’ Knowing these 
things, can you wonder that the village is 
singularly law abiding ? 

But do not think that he regards all mis- 
demeanours with the same benevolence. There 
was the occasion, two years ago, when that ruffian 
Harry Gorman went home dangerous with drink 
and dragged his sick wife down the stairs by the 
hair of her head. The villagers gathered round 
the cottage and listened horror-stricken to the 
screams from within. Came Tom Grimblethorpe. 
He marched straight inside. The screams ceased, 
but a mighty commotion took their place. After 
a time a few of the hardier spirits dared to peep 
inside the door. 


The Best Form of Defence 

Leaning against the table was P.C. Grimble- 
thorpe bearing on his person the marks of combat. 
Prone on the floor, both eyes blacked, lips split 
and nose streaming red, lay Harry Gorman. In 
the police court Grimblethorpe was commended 
for his pluck and skill in defending himself against 
such a dangerous man, but months later Mrs. 
Gorman was heard to say, *‘ Soon as owd Grimby 
seed what my ’Arry done to me ’e turned and laid 
into ‘im something terrible. Real thrashing ’e 
gied ’un.”’ The village chuckled and the word 
went round that **‘ Owd Grimby were a pra’aper 
zort ’o veller.”’ 

The episode that really stirred us to appreciation 
of our policeman happened many years ago soon 
after he had come to the village. He and Elderkin, 
the Squire’s head keeper, surprised three poachers 
in the lower spinney. The leader of the gang 
threw up his gun and threatened to shoot the first 
man who advanced. Grimblethorpe turned to 
Elderkin. ‘‘ Be your gun loaded? ”’ he enquired. 

Aye, surely,” was the reply. 

‘* Then if he do shoot me do you shoot ’im,”’ 
and he walked forward and wrested the gun from 
the dumbfounded poacher. That act of sheer, 
cold-blooded bravery passed unnoticed by the 
authorities, but we have not yet forgotten it. 

Next year he retires on pension and his time will 
be his own to potter about ’midst his marrows and 
cucumbers. He will also be able to indulge his 
conviviality and drop into the Green Man every 
night for a glass and a chat. There is some talk 
already of a testimonial for him, and when the time 
comes I am sure that it will be a good one. 

But we, his flock, feel uneasy. What kind of 
man will they send us in his place? We cannot 
guess. But of this we are sure. However good 
he is he will not be able to replace P.C. Thomas 
Grimblethorpe. We shall miss him sadly. And 
I think that most of all we shall miss the familiar 
sight of his large and portly figure placidly cycling 
through the quiet and leafy lanes. 
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Scientific Ghosts 


Results of an Experiment 


T the moment of death, it seems that a semi- 
physical psyche leaves the body and that 
this ‘‘psyche’’ can be photographed. This 

is the conclusion reached by Dr. R. A. Watters, 
Director of the Johnston Foundation for Psycho- 
logical Research in Nevada, as the result of careful 
and protracted research. 

The method used in his experiments involves a 
new and ingenious application of the Wilson 
Cloud chamber apparatus. This has already 
proved itself one of the most powerful weapons 
used by the modern physicist in his investigations 
on the intimate structure of matter. By its aid he 
has traced the passage of electrically charged 
particles thrown off by radium and has studied the 
effects of the collisions between atoms. Recently 
ithas revealed to him the existence of new and 
mysterious fundamental constituents of matter, 
such as the positive electron and the neutron. 

The apparatus itself is simple. It consists 
essentially of a glass vessel about five inches in 
diameter and about four inches high. The floor 
of this vessel consists of a piston which can be 
moved up or down suddenly, compressing and 
rarefying the air enclosed. When the piston 
moves up, the air is slightly warmed by the com- 
pression ; when it moves down it is slightly cooled. 
Since it is already saturated with invisible water 
vapour, this cooling produces a slight fog which 
settles down fairly rapidly. But now, here is the 
point: such a fog cannot be formed unless there 
are present sufficient nuclei, on which the little 
drops of water can form and grow. Usually there 
are plenty of them: the pea-soup thickness of a 
London fog, every droplet of which encloses a 
grain of dust, will give you some idea of their 
number! 


A Speck of Radium 


Hence, if the air enclosed in the cloud chamber 
is quite pure the fog cloudlet will not form during 
the expansion. But if a speck of radium be placed 
in it, the electrically charged particles, which all 
radio-active substances expel, will act as nuclei of 
condensation and wherever the particles fly, the 
cloudlets are sure to form. This is the kind of 
technique which has hitherto been employed by 
those who deal with the experimental physics of 
atoms, and most of us have seen reproductions of 
the photographs they obtain. 

Dr. Watters decided to employ it in his investi- 
gations on the phenomena of death. His belief 
in vitalistic doctrines led him to suppose that all 
living things are digtinguished from mere 
machines by the possession of a psyche, and that 
this psyche enclosed a definite electric field. The 
argument is probably fallacious: vitalistic doc- 
trines do not stand or fall according to whether 


From a Scientific Correspondent 


semi-material psyches exist, they are much more 
subtle and far-reaching than this. However, to 
test his belief, Dr. Watters enclosed a grasshopper 
in a metal box provided with a_ cellophane 
window. Into this container was placed a 
plug of cotton wool saturated with ether, 
which immediately caused anaesthesia and, after a 
while, death. The box was then placed in the 
cloud chamber, and when it was thought that 
death had taken place the piston was dropped and 
a photograph taken. Immediately this had been 
done, the insect was removed and given a dose of 
the powerful drug called adrenalin. In some cases 
this caused the grasshopper to revive, in others 
nothing happened. 


Phantom Shadows 


When the photographs were later examined it 
was found that in some of the cases a curious cloud 
had been photographed, though such shadows 
were never found when the insect had revived. 

The interpretation of cloud appearances of this 
sort is very difficult and the phantom shadows are 
often very delicate. But Dr. Watters, studying 
them with the eye of faith, declares that they 
resemble in shape the insect whose body was 
enclosed in the chamber. He has repeated his 
experiments with mice, and claims similar success. 
Do these clouds indicate the departure of the 
psyche ? 

It must certainly be admitted that such results 
are not by any means incredible. Sir Jagadis 
Chundra Bose, nearly thirty years ago, studied 
with great care somewhat similar phenomena. He 
described what he called the ‘‘ Electrical Spasm of 
Death ”’ and his results certainly showed that in 
many respects death was a fairly sudden occur- 
rence and was always accompanied by profound 
and rapid changes in the physical and electrical 
states of the body. 

It should also be remembered that many reliable 
witnesses, such as hospital nurses and doctors, 
have claimed that when a human being dies a sort 
of aura leaves the body. It is thus not impossible 
that Dr. Watters may actually have shown that a 
cloud of electrically-charged particles is associated 
with all the living organisms. On the other hand, 
such experiments are very difficult to carry out and 
the results are open to many and _ varying 
interpretations. The photographs he publishes are 
rather unconvincing, the shapes are very vague 
and somewhat similar to those obtained when the 
apparatus leaks. One would also like to be certain 
that dust was not introduced into the apparatus 
when the insects were placed in it. 

It is fascinating to think that the ghost of the 
haunted bedroom may have a real electrical 
existence ! 
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NEW BOOKS I CAN RECOMMEND 


The Days of Sail 


By the Literary Critic 


These were the ships—the fine ships, the fair ships, 

Golden Fleece and Cutty Sark and swift Thermopyle ; 

Sailors they were sailors then—ay, and ships were 
ships, 

When the ports were filled with loveliness and sails 
were on the sea. 


HIS tribute to the days of sail is from an 
introductory poem (by C. Fox Smith) to the 
third and concluding volume of ‘‘ Sail ”’ 

(with coloured reproductions of the late J. 
Spurling’s pictures of famous sailing ships and 
letterpress by Basil Lubbock, Blue Peter Publica- 
tions, 30s.). 

The third volume deals mainly with the romance 
of the clipper ships, but is not wholly confined to 
them, for there are pictures and stories concerning 
Calcutta jute-carriers, Blackwall passenger ships 
and Australia, New Zealand and general traders. 


The Sailor Artist 


For those who love ships this third volume, like 
its predecessors, will be sheer delight both to the 
eye and the mind. The late Mr. Spurling had 
been a sailor before he became an artist, and the 
sailor in him contributed largely to his success as 
a marine painter. In Mr. Basil Lubbock we have 
the ideal commentator on these creations of 
“loveliness saved from the possibility of 
oblivion by Jack Spurling’s delicately realistic art. 


Most of these ships were built in the ’seventies 
and ’eighties. A few even survived the war. The 
fact that they managed so long to withstand the 
challenge of steam was in itself proof of the skill 
that went to their construction and of the magnifi- 
cent seamanship that gave such a fine record 
of speedy and reliable service to the commerce of 
the world. 


Perhaps the most interesting of all Mr. 
Lubbock’s stories is the retelling of the tale of the 
famous tea race from China to London between the 
Cutty Sark and Thermopylae in 1872. 


Those Elizabethans 


The Elizabethan age was not of the milk and 
water type, and if it fostered genius and heroic 
adventure, its vices were quite as robust as_ its 
virtues. 


If anyone doubts the truth of this statement, let 
him read some of the stories Professor Sisson has 
unearthed by painstaking research from ancient 
legal and other records. (‘‘ Lost Plays of Shake- 
speare’s Age,’’ Cambridge University Press, 
12s. 6d.) 

This very interesting and informative book 
throws a flood of light on Elizabethan manners and 
customs, both in London and the provinces. 

It shows among other things that the subjects of 
Queen Bess were not only remarkably litigious, 


but had the unpleasant habit of constantly enlist- 
ing the aid of the dramatist for the express purpose 
of annoying and libellir.z their neighbours. 


We are able through Professor Sisson’s re- 
searches to gain a very clear idea of the contents of 
two lost plays—‘‘ Keep the Widow Waking,” by 
Dekker, Webster, Ford and Rowley, and ‘‘ The 
Old Joiner of Aldgate,’? by Chapman; and he has 
also rescued for us three satires from Stratford and 
Nottingham, a lively tale of the 1607 May Game 
at Wells and the full texts of two genuine 
theatrical jigs. 


A Cavalcade of Lawn Tennis 


Lawn tennis has a history of well under seventy 
years and there must be persons still living 
in the British Isles who can recall having seen 
Wingfield’s invention of ‘‘ Spharairistike ’’ played 
on hour-glass-shaped courts. 

That outlandish name was the only thing that 
told against the sporting public’s enthusiasm for 
the new game, and this Wingfield himself was 
quick to perceive when it began to be abbreviated 
to ‘‘ Sticky.’’ He fell back accordingly on the 
subsidiary title he had chosen—the ‘Lawn 
Tennis’”’ which has survived through many revolu- 
tionary changes in its rules, its bats and balls and 
styles of play. 

The story of these changes and of the ever- 
increasing popularity of lawn tennis first in the 
land of its invention and then in the world at large 
is an extremely fascinating one and no one has 
told it better than Mr. E. C. Potter, Junior, in his 
‘* Kings of the Court ’’ (Scribners, with 67 illus- 
trations, 10s. 6d.). 


He presents us with a lively cavalcade of succes- 
sive champions, male and female, from the days 
of the Renshaws and Lawford down to those of 
Perry, Crawford and von Cramm. The particular 
achievements of each player, his or her methods of 
play, temperament and personality are lightly 
touched upon, the record being enlivened with a 
wealth of interesting anecdote. 


Among the greatest players, Mr. Potter gives 
pride of place to Tilden. With this verdict one is 
inclined to agree. But it is a little surprising to 
be told that Perry has yet to win his place among 
the ‘* Kings ”’ of the game. 


On the subject of professionalism Mr. Potter 
expresses what is unquestionably a sound view :— 


‘“Tennis is big enough and broad enough for both 
the true amateur and the true professional. No game 
can live if it flaynts the one and flouts the other. The 
future of tennis lies in a frank acknowledgment of this 
fact. Some day the officials of the amateur associations 
will abandon their ill-conceived attitude. They will 
admit that the true amateur and the true professional 
can walk hand in hand. Then tennis will enter upon 
its golden age. After all, the game itself is more 
important than gate receipts or trophies,” 
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We invite our readers 
to write to us express- 
ing their views on 
matters of current 
sss: imterest 


Correspondents who wish their letters published in the following issue are requested to arrange for them to reach us 
by the first post on Monday morning. 


Lady Houston Spreads The Truth 


DEAR LADY Houston,— 

I am most grateful to you for the patriotic stand you 
have taken in your paper. I feel it says exactly what I 
should like to write to the Morning Post, but says it 
so much better! 

I have long taken your paper on a Saturday, but now 
feel I do not want to miss a copy. 

Mine always is sent to someone who does not know it 
yet; sometimes to Rome, Florence, Brussels, Sydney ; 
to friends who will appreciate it. 

As we shall be celebrating our 51st wedding anniver- 
sary to-morrow, you see that I am not able to do what I 
should like to do for my conntry. 


Miss Meriel Buchanan’s contributions to your paper 
are most interesting. 
ALICE M. CASPERS. 
29, Pembroke Gardens, 
Kensington, W.8. 


A Catholic’s View 


DrarR LADY Houston,— 

I am a Catholic unemployed man and have a 
wife and four little children, and I have just started 
reading the Saturday Review, and I think that the 
Catholics of England in all towns and cities should get 
together and march through the streets and have open- 
air meetings to protest against the Red Terror in Spain, 
As it is done at the moment in the Irish Free State, why 
not in England ? 

A CATHOLIC ENGLISHMAN. 

London, E.1. 


A Patriot MacDonald 
DEAR LADY Houston,— 


I fear that my name will not much recommend itself, 
but there are, I am glad to say, MacDonalds and 
MacDonalds. Suffice it to say, I am one of those who 
love Britain, and I am proud to own that I am a true 
patriot. 

And this character well suits a Christian, for the 
prophets of old were all sound patriots who loved their 
land and nation; so that the existing lack of patriotism 
among us is most deplorable. 

When I think of Ramsay MacDonald, Baldwin, Eden, 
and the like, I could fill up pages with stinging criticism 
and sarcasm ; and indeed, more than this—with warnings 
against their ruinous and contemptible policy. And 
Eden; had he been trained to do mischief among our 
Continental friends, he could not very well have done 
more than he has already accomplished. 

Well, our Government has sown the wind, and they— 
and no nation with them—must soon reap the whirlwind 
unless a mighty and radical change, born of a deep and 
strong conviction, takes place. But do we see even a 
little cloud, ‘‘ the size of a man’s hand ” ? 

Needless to say, I pray that God may bless your efforts 
to open the eyes of our benighted leaders. 

Reasoning, based on unsound principles, and promul- 
gated by deluded teachers, has wrought mischief in our 
land. 

Let me close by congratulating you on a noble and 
thorough-going effort. 

(The Rev.) J. I. MAcDONALD. 


Bidston,’ Gipsy Hill, 
Norwood, S.E.19. 


Lord Queenborough’s Warning 


SIR,—Coming from a man who himself at one time 
held a high position in the League of Nations Union— 
a position which he resigned when he realised the truth 
—Lord Queenborough’s warning in the last issue of the 
Saturday Review cannot be ignored. 

He has stated the position so clearly that the evil 
designs of Communist Russia must be clear to everyone. 

H. N. RENTON. 

Macclesfield 


The League Peril 
MApAM,— 

My heartiest congratulations on publishing Lord 
Queenborough’s article. 

Surely this must drive the last nail in the coffin of the 
League of Nations if anything will? 

It is quite obvious that the Communists are simply 
making use of the League to cause dissention among the 
anti-Red countries and disseminate their own sub- 
versive propaganda. 

JAMES A. SPALDING. 

Reading. 


The Awful Truth 
MADAM,— 

I admire your cleverness and courage in inviting Lord 
Queenborough to contribute to last week’s Saturday 
Review. 

No stronger arguments could be put forward for 
arming ourselves to the teeth at the same time keeping 
clear of foreign entanglements. 

J. A. GRAVEs. 

South Kensington. 


Lord Queenborough and the League 


SIR,—Lord Queenborough’s disclosures as to how the 
League of Nations has become the tool of Litvinoff should 
be a warning to everyone, as they come from a man who 
is in a position to know the truth. 

For heaven’s sake let us resign from the League before 
it is too late. 

ARTHUR RAIKES, 

Kettering. 


Leave the League 


SIR,—Your warm support for this policy will commend 
itself to all Patriots. In the League’s own declaration, to 
be signed by all its staff, I will quote only one sentence 
“to regulate my conduct in the interests of the League 
alone in view and not to seek or receive instructions from 
any Government or other authority ’’—obviously this 
presupposes the possibility of a man “ serving two 
masters.” 

The League has been a positive danger to the Empire, 
firstly by leading us to the ‘ brink of war ’’ with our old 
war ally, Italy. Secondly, by providing some specious 
justification for our Government to reduce our defences to 
the ‘‘ danger edge ”’ trusting in that fallacy of ‘‘ collective 
security ’’ which recently even Mr. Baldwin has openly 
said has failed. 

To turn to finance. Incidentally we pay about a third 
more than any other Nation in support of the League ; the 
taxpayer subscribes a mere £200,000 annually for its 
support. May I venture to suggest this colossal sum 
could be better expended on our defences ? 

SEPTUAGENARIAN. 


Camberley. 
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READERS THINK 


The Church Supports the Spanish Reds 


My Lapy,— 


As a fervent admirer of your bold and outspoken 
attempt to save this great England of ours, as it were at 
the eleventh hour, from the beastly Bolshevism that 
threatens everything decent in human life, I would draw 
your attention to the weekly thinly veiled Communist 
apologetics that appear in the Church Times, which is 
probably the most largely circulated of English religious 
weeklies, and unquestionably has a very wide influence. 

I enclose you the front page of last week’s issue of 
this journal, on which there is a definite defence of the 
Reds whose outrages in Spain the Saturday Review has 
so courageously revealed. As a member of the English 
Church, I feel ashamed that an influential Church news- 
paper should fail to support English Roman Catholic 
priests in their denunciation of devilry. Your Ladyship 
has been brave enough to attack bishops. A mere editor 
should be easy game. 

THEODORE TRAVIS. 

17, Palmira Avenue, Chislehurst. 


[This article in the Church Times seeks to gloss over 
the Red Atrocities in Spain and, even in the face of the 
burning of Churches and massacres of priests and nuns, 
denies that the present Spanish Government is the enemy 
olf Christianity.—Ep. ] 


A Churchman’s Protest 
DEAR MADAM,— 


I have sent the enclosed letter to the ‘‘ Church Times ” 
as I dislike their attitude towards the present war in 
Spain; but as they probably will not publish it, perhaps 
you would like’ to make use of it? 

God or Anti-God 

SIR,—This is no time for flabby-backed indifference, 
or philosophic doubt between this party and that. 

The present worid contest is not one between democracy 
and autocracy, between rich and poor, between capital 
and labour, but between God and Anti-God. 

Why are priests and monks being slaughtered in 
Spain? Why are nuns being outraged? Because they 
represent God and Christianity. 

The civil war in that unhappy country is not one 
between the ‘forces of the Government and the 
“ rebels,’’ it is one between the Reds and Anti-Reds. It 
is not a contest between a constitutional Government and 
a military oligarchy. The Anti-Reds polled a clear 
majority over the Reds in the recent elections, though, 
constituted as the Spanish Parliament is, the Reds hap- 
pen to have a majority of seats. 

The present insurrection took place because the Army 
saw that, if it was quiescent, it would be under the control 
of a Moscow-inspired Red tyranny. 

The question for us is, are we on the side of God or 
Anti-God—of Christ or Anti-Christ ? 

What we have to decide, when we choose our party, or 
when we have to cast our votes at a Parliamentary elec- 
tion, is which side is for God and which side is against 
God. 

Communism is frankly against God. 

While we shilly-shally, and adopt an attitude of 
academic impartiality, let us beware “lest we be 
found even to fight against God.” 

Greenwich. 


L.N.U. Folly 
Lapy Houston,— 


The attempts which members of the League of Nations 
Union and Pink Democrats are making to discredit the 


Patriot rising in Spain would be laughable were they 
not pathetic. 

In their anger over what they term the armed Fascist 
rising against ‘‘ Democracy ”’ they fail to appreciate 
that it is the failure of ‘‘ Democracy ”’ to maintain order 
and protect lives and property (shades of Calvo Sotelo) 
which is the actual cause of the trouble. Moreover they 
ignore the fact that, should the ‘‘ Government ” win, the 
Red Militia will most certainly bite the hand that fed it 
and, like the bulldog, will not let go until death ensues, 
although I hate to compare so noble a beast to such 
vermin. 

I wish also to point out that most of these people are 
either woefully ignorant or intentional liars. They 
attempt to paint the Moorish soldier as a black heathen, 
whereas he is at the most brown, often nearly white, and 
in nearly every case a devout Musselman, infinitely 
superior to the Red scum he is opposed to. 


G. C. STARR. 
Morpeth Mansions, S.W.1. 


Why Antagonise Germany? 
DEAR LADY Hovuston,— 


For some time certain newspapers and politicians have 
been conducting anti-German propaganda in this 
country, the only reason for this campaign is their dis- 
agreement with the political faith of the German people. 

These ill-advised meddling mischief-makers could 
make better use of their time in minding their own 
business. 

People who are at all conversant with the post-war con- 
ditions of Germany will admit that after the complete 
collapse of Social Democracy the people of that country 
were faced with either embracing Bolshevism or National 
Socialism, which was much more preferable to allowing 
the Red Hordes to destroy everything that every self- 
respecting mat and woman in Germany held sacred. 
No matter what mischief-makers may say, we in this 
country owe Hitler a debt of gratitude in suppressing the 
enemy of Christians, it makes one wonder what would 
have been the attitude of these same people had the 
Bolshevists gained control of Germany, using that 
country as a base of operation against this country, 

Our Meddlers seem to forget that Germany would be a 
safer friend than Red Russia, or perhaps they are shout- 
ing for Democracy in order to hide their Red activities. 

I am sure that the majority of people in this country 
are anxious to live in peace with Germany. Let us run 
our country to please our people, and accord the same 
consideration to the Germans. 

Friendship is gained by respecting the other fellow, 
and not by mudslinging, so let us mind our business and 
give ‘‘ GERMANY A SQUARE DEAL.” 


E. J. MONTGOMERY, 
Organising Secretary, 
Anglo-German Amity League. 
150, Southampton Row, London, W.C.1. 


Lady Houston’s Clarity 
DEAR LAapy Houston,— 


Thank heaven we have at least one clear sighted public 
figure in yourself! Thank goodness, also, that you have 
the gift of explaining political situations clearly and 
succinctly so that all can understand, stripping off all 
Government camouflage and laying bear the true facts. 

I consider the Saturday Review the greatest force for 
good in the Kingdom. 

A. Rosson. 

Gloucester. 
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The Duchess of Atholl and Germany 


In her correspondence with you under the caption, 
““Under Which Heel,” in the columns of the Morning 
Post, the Duchess of Atholl is very cleverly trying to fool 
the British public about conditions in Germany before 
the advent of the Nazis to power. 

In her latest effort the Duchess tries to make out that 
Jewish-Bolshevism was never really a menace in Germany 
until Herr Hitler appeared on the scene. This is a 
deliberate distortion of facts. It won’t wash. 

There were upwards of six million Communists there 
under the leadership of Thaelmann. Germany had been 
marked out as the next country after Russia to have a 
Bolshevik upheaval, because she was rightly described 
as ‘‘ the key position between East and West.” 

It was the notorious revolutionary, a Jewess, Rosa 
Iuxembourg, who declared, ‘‘In this, the last class 
struggle in the world’s history, your motto must be, 
‘Thumbs on their eyes and knees on their breasts.’ ”’ 
This woman was the co-leader of the Communist Party 
in Germany, whose headquarters were at the Karl 
Liebknecht House. 


The Powers of Evil 


It was from this den of iniquity that orders were 
issued for the killing and maiming of many thousands of 
German patriotic men and women. It was here that such 
dangerous people as Torgber, Thaelmann, Luxembourg, 
Eisner, Karl Radek, Munzenberg, Levine and many 
others had their private sanctums. Nearly all of these 
men and women were of the Jewish race. 

The powers of evil are right in our very midst as Lord 
Queenborough has so ably pointed out in his article 
“ The Awful Truth.”’? Let all men and women who value 
their liberty and who are opposed to Bolshevism rally, 
and force our Government to line up with those Con- 
servative nations who are fighting the Red Monster of 
Moscow. F. R. HAYEs. 
21, Princes Square, S.E.11. 


A Busy Little Body 


DEAR Hovuston,— 

I am sure that the Duchess of Atholl is, as described 
to me by a Scotsman, ‘‘ a verra kind little boddy,” but 
possibly her very kindness leads her to listen to cries 
from the under dog, undeserving of her pity. 

Does she speak from personal experience of Russia 
and Germany of the present day ? 

Is she advocating a cause unworthy of her zeal? She 
certainly did so, when she accused the white women of 
Kenya of permitting their black sisters to be mutilated, 
when she listened to the cries of the missionaries there. 
Her efforts in this direction nearly brought about a native 
rising, when all the white women would have been 
murdered. Interference with century-old tribal customs 
is against our policy in the East and is always a danger. 

Perhaps if Her Grace used a pair of spectacles, 
instead of a telescope, she might be able to see peril lying 
so near her, brought about by the Government who are 
afraid to speak the Truth and dare not bring in com- 
pulsory service, never so seriously needed before, 
thanks to our feeble-minded leaders. 

It really does not matter to us if Germany ‘‘ adores 
Hitler’ or not. We adore our King and we desire 
to save the country. 

A. Locu. 

131, Crowell Road, S.W.7. 


Loyalists Combine ! 


LApy Hovuston,— 

It was indeed good of you to publish my letter, it has 
brought me a deluge of correspondence both from home 
and abroad. 

It is significant that the letters and postcards received 
were of two distinct kinds. The first consisted of 
abusive, ill-written, anonymous addressed postcards, all 


WHAT OUR READERS THINK 


with the taint of Karl Marx and the common object in 
view, namely, World Revolution. 

The second class of letter was of the friendly type, and 
there is no doubt that the writers had one common object 
in view, namely, the defeat of Bolshevism ; but the whole 
effort is wasted, owing to the fact that those great and 
good forces are each ploughing their own furrow instead 
of getting together. 

The Saturday Review has and is doing noble work, 
likewise the Daily Mail, which is definitely anti-Red, but 
we must organise and build up an army of Patriots 
who will be ready when the call comes to fight for God, 
King and Country. 

R. W. GOODSELL. 

18, Dukesthorpe Road, Sydenham, S.E.26, 


A Militant Patriot 


DEAR LaDy Houston,— 

I fully support A. Boucher in his view that one could get 
thousands of men and women to join and combat Com- 
munist propaganda (in last week’s Saturday Review), and 
most sincerely hope something may be done to enable 
the many of us who would gladly respond to join so 
good a cause. 

I have many relatives who have already expressed 
a wish that someone would enable us to form 
an organisation where men and women could unite as a 
large body to combat Communism. 

We are regular readers of the Saturday Review, and 
support its glorious and praiseworthy fight to put down 
the ‘‘ Traitors ’’ to our beloved country. 

HELEN SAYER. 

32, Stirling Road, 

Edgbaston, Birmingham, 16. 


REALISE 


that many who live in the slums 
have never seen the sea and the 
golden sands ? 


To share with them your summer 
happiness would be a kindly act. 
Two weeks of relaxation and heal- 
ing besides the magic of the sea 
would become a reality for a hard- 
working mother and 3 children by 
your gift of £5. 

Please send a gift for the Fresh Air Fund 


to Preb. Carlile,C.H.,D.D.,55 Bryanston 
Street, London, W.1. 
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The “SATURDAY REVIEW” 
REGISTER OF 


SELECTED HOTELS 
LICENSED 


BERFELDY, rerthshire. — Station 
Hotel. Kec., Pens., 4 to 5 gns. 
Tennis, golf, fishing, bowling. 


LEXANDRIA, —Albert 
otel. Bed., 2. Pens., 3 gns. 
Lun., 2/6; Din., Loch Lomond. 


VIEMORE, Inverness-shire. — Aviemore 
otel. Bed., 100; Rec., 4. Pens., 6 


gns. to 10 gns. Golf, Private. Fishing, 
shooting, riding, tennis. 
YLESBURY. — Bull's Hotel, 


Market S mare. 
Vens., 4 gns. 
tennis, bowls, Sabine. 


AMBURGH, NORTHUMBERLAND.— 
Victoria Hotel. Rec., 3. Pens., 6 gns. 
Tennis, golf, shooting, fishing. 


Bed. C., 
£2/7/6. golf, 


Pens., 4 gns.; W.E., Sat. to 

Mon., 27/6. Golf, 10 mins., 2/6. 
LACKPOOL.—Grand Hotel. H. & C 


Fully licensed. Billiards. Very moderate. 


OURNE Bucks.—The Oak 
Hotel. 20; Rec and bar. 
Pens., 5 to 7 ous. * Tennis, olf. bathing. 
OWNESS-ON-WINDERMERE. 
Crown Hotel. Pens., 5 gns. to 7 gns. 
Golf, 14 miles. Yachting, fishing. 


Berkshire.—Station Hotel. 
7; Rec., 2. Pens., from 34 to 4 
gns. W. E., Sat. to Mon., 2 gns. Golf, riding 


Sussex. —Sixty- six Hotel.— 

ec., 5; “ens., from 44 gns. 

W.E. Golf, 9 courses in vicinity. 
Tennis, bathing, boating, polo, hunting. 


ROADSTAIRS, Kent.—Grand Hotel. 

Pens., from 5 gns. W.E. from £1 per 
day. lLun., 4/6; Din., 6/6. Golf, tennis, 
bathing, dancing. 


URFORD, OXON. — The Lamb Hotel. 
od, 12; Rec., 8; Pens., 4 gns. to 
W.E., 15/- per day. Golf, trout 

feline, riding, hunting. 


URY ST. EDMUNDS, Bas —Angel 

Hotel. Bed., 35; Rec ens., 5 gns. 

E., 2 gns. Lun., 3/6; “Dia., 5/6. Golf, 
fishing, racing. 


ALLANDER, — Trossachs 

Hotel, Trossachs. . 60, _ Pens., fr. 
5 gns. Lun., 3/6; Din., 8). Golf, fishing, 
tennis. 


AMBRIDGE.—Garden House Hotel, nr. 
Pembroke College. Pens., 3} to 5 | 
W.E., 14/- to 17/6 per day. Golf, 3 miles; 

boating, tennis. 


— Park Hotel, Park Place. 
Rec., 4. Pens., 7 gns. 
(Sat. Lun. to Mon. Brkfst.), 37/6. Golf. 


— New Inn, High Street.— 
Rec. 1. Pens., 5 to 6 gns. 
Golf, fishing, sea bathing. 


LYNDERWEN. — Castle Hotel, Maer- 
clochey. Pens., £2 10/-. lLun., 1/6; 
Din., 2/6. Golf, 12 miles away. 


OMRIE, Perthshire. — Ancaster Arms 

Hotel. Bed., 10; Rec., 3, Pens., £3 10/-. 

12/- per day. Tennis, golf, fishing, 
wis. 


ONISTON, ENGLISH LAKES.—The 
Waterhead Hotel. Pens., from £5 10/-. 
Golf, boating, putting green, tennis. 


ig CORNWALL--Sea View. 
9; Annexe 5. Pens., from 34 gens. 
W.E., ‘trom 35/-. Golf, fishing, tennis. 


ULVERTON, Som. (border of Devon). 

Lion Hotel. Pens., 4 gns. W.E., 12/6 
r day. Golf, 3 miles. ishing, riding, 
unting, tennis. 


Royal British Hotel is 
the be H. & C. in all bedrooms. 
Restaurant, ae by Prop. Phone : 5059. 


LY, Comte, —The Lamb Hotel. Bed., 20; 
6. Pens., 5 gns. W.E., £9 15/-. 
Laun., Din., 6/-. ting. 


ALMOUTH, Cornwall. — The Manor 

House Hotel, Budock Vean. Bed., 46; 

Rec., 2. Pens., from 5 gens. to 8 gns. Goll, 
bouting, fishing, tennis. 


NLASGOW W.2.—Belhaven Hotel, 22 to 

26, Belhaven Terrace. Bed., 66; Rec., 
6. . Pens., from £8 5/-. Lun., 8/-; Din., 5/-. 
Tennis, golf. 


LASGOW, C.2 — Grand Hotel, 560, 
Sauchiehall St., Charing Cross. Bed., 
1l0. Pens., 6 gns.; 18/6 per day. 
Tennis courts adjacent. Golf, 1/- per round. 


REAT MALVERN,  Worcestershire.— 

Royal Foley Hotel. Bed., 32; Kec., 3 
Pens., from 5 to 7 gns.; W.E., 15/- to 17/6 
day. Golf, putting green. 


ULLANE, East Lothian. — Bisset’s 

Bow. Be . 25; Rec., 5. Pens., 4 to 
5 gens. W.E., 14/- to 16/- per oe Tennis 
courts. Golf, swimming, riding, bowling. 


AMILTON, Lanarkshire, Scotland.— 

Royal Hotel. Bed., 12; Rec., 3. Pens., 
from 3 gns. W.E., 25/-. Golf, tennis, 
bowls. Tel. 164. Geo. Dodd, proprietor. 


Surrey.—Georgian Hotel. 
6; Rec., 4. Pens., 5 gns.; 

35/- to 47/6. Tennis, golf. 
ERNE Bay. —Miramar Hotel, 
Bed., 27; Ree., 2. Pens., from 4 gns. 
W.E., fr. is: Golf, bowls, tennis, bathing. 


LFRACOMBE, Devon. — Mount Hotel. 

Pens., from 3 gns. to 5 gns. Overlooking 
sea. All bedrooms with H. & C. Many 
with private bathrooms. Tennis. 


ROYAL Hotel. High Street. 

e 60; Rec.. 3. Pens., gne . W.E., 
13) 6 per day. Tennis, shing, boat- 
ing, bathing. 


NVERARY.—Argyl! Arms Hotel. Bed., 
26. Pens., 6 gns. W.E., 18/- per day. 
Lun., 3/6; Din., 6/-. Golf, fishing, tennis. 


” ESWICK, English Lakes.—The Keswick 
Bed., 100; Rec., 5.  Pens., 
gns. season, | fr. 15/- per 

tennis, boating, bowls, fishing. 


Y IBWORTH. — The Rose and Crown, 
Kibworth, near Leicester. A.A., 
R.A.C. and B.F.S.S. appointed. 


OCH AWE, Argyll. — Loch Awe Hotel. 

"Phone: Dalmally 6. Bed., 70; Rec., 4. 
Pens., 5 to 8 gns. acc. to season. Tennis. 
golf, fishing, boating. 


ONDON. — Barkston House Hotel, 1, 
4 Barkston Gardens, S.W.5. Tel.: Fro. 
2259.  Pens., 24 to 3 gns. 


GORE HOTEL, 189, Queen’s Gate, S.W.7. 


Bed., 36; Rec., 2, and cocktail bar. Pens., 
from 34 gns. Tennis. 

GUILDFORD HOUSE HOTEL, 56/7, 
Guildford Street, W.C.1.— Terr. 5530. 


c.. 1, Pens., £2 10/-.. Bridge. 

HOTEL STRATHCONA, 25 & 26, Lan- 
caster Gate, W.2. Bed., 36; Rec., 6. Pens., 
34 gns. to 44 gns. Table tennis. 


SHAFTESBURY Hotel, Gt. St. Andrew 
Street, W.C.2. 2 mins. Leicester Sq. Tu 
250 bedrooms, h. & c. water. Room, bath, 
breakfast, 7/6; double, 13/6. 


THE PLAZA Hotel, St. Martin’s Street, 
Leicester Square, W. Bed. 100. Pens., 
from 4} gns. W.E. £1 16/6. Lun., 3/6: 
Din., 4/6. 


OSSIEMOUTH, Morayshire. — Stotfield 

otel. Bed., 70; Rec., 3. Pens., 4 gns. 

to £6 16/6. W.E., 36/- to 45/-. Golf, 
fishing, bowling. tennis. 


YNMOUTH, N. Devon. — Bevan’s Lyn 
Hotel, Bed., 48. Pens., from 4 to 6 
26/. Lun., 3/ 6 and 4/-; Din., 

576. Guin ‘hunting, fishing, tennis, dancing. 


ORTFEHOE, N. Dev — Chichester 
Arms Hotel. Bed.. 2. Pens., 
22 10/-. W.E., Golf 


TEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE. — Central 
Exchange Hotel, Grey Street. Bed., 

70; Rec., 9. Pens., £4. W.E., 36/-. Golf, 
fishing, bathing. 


OTTERBY RN HALL Hotel. — Bed., 44; 
Rec., 3. Pens., from 5 gns.; .E., from 
45/-. 6 hard courts. Golf on estate, fishing. 


EWTON STEWART, Wigtownshire.— 

Galloway Arms Hotel. Bed., 17; 
Rec., 5. Pens., £3 10/- to £4. Golf, fishing, 
bathing, howling. tennis. 


ITON, Nr. Ventnor, 1.0.W. — Niton 
Underchif Llotei. Bed., 17; Ree., 4 
Pens., from 6 gns. W.E., from £2 5/-. Golf 
bathing, fishing, tennis. 


CKHAM, Surrey. — The Hautboy Hotel. 
Pens., 6 gns.; £1 per day. Lun., 
4/6; Tea, 1/9, Din., 6/-. Golf. 


ADSTOW, Cornwall.—Commercial Hotel. 
Good fishing, good golf, rocks. Tel. : 


Cookson,"’ Padstow. 
AIGNTON, DEVON. — Hotel, 
Marine Drive. Bed., 70; Rec., 3; Pens., 


from 4 gns., from 5 to 7 Pins during season. 
W.E., 15/- to 18/- per day. Golf, tennis. 


ERTH, Scotland.—Station Hotel. Bed., 
100; Rec., 4; Pens., from 4 gns.; W.E., 


from 24/-; Lun., 3/6; Tea, 1/6; Din., 6/-. 
Garden. 

JETERBOROUGH. — Saracen’s Head 

Hotel. Bed., 12; Rec., 2. Pens., 34 


ns. W.E., 30/-. Lun., 2/6; Din., 3/6. 
ennis, fishing, boating, horse-riding. 


LYMOUTH, Devon. — Central Hotel. 
Bed., 40; c., 3; Pens., 4 to 5 gns. 
Golf tennis, Soule, sea and river fishing. 


ORTPATRICK, WIGTOWNSHIRE.— 

Hotel. Bed., 65. Pens., 
from, £5 weekly. Golf, boating, bathing. 
ennis. 


ICHMOND, Surrey. — Star & Garter 
Hotel.—England’s historic, exquisite, 
romantic, social centre and Rendezvous. 


IPON, Yorks. — Unicorn Hotel, Market 
Place. Bed., 22. Pens., £4 7/6. W.E., 
35,-. Golf, fishing, bowls, tennis, dancing. 


OSS-ON-WYE.—Chase Hotel. Bed., 28; 

Rec., 5. Pens., 3} gns.; W.E., 37/6; 
Lunch, 2/6; Dinner, 4/-. Golf, fishing, 
tennis, bowls. 


ALISBURY, Wilts. — Cathedral Hotel. 
Up-to-date. H. & C. and radiators in 
bedrooms. Electric lift. Phone: 399 


ALOP. — Talbot Hotel, Cleobury Mor- 
timer. Bed., 7; Rec., 1. Pens., 84/-. 
Lun., 3/- and 3/6. Golf, Forderminster. 


CARBOROUGH, Yorks. — Castle Hotel, 
Queen Street. Bed., 38. Pens., £3 12/6. 
W.E., 21/-. Golf, cricket, bowls, bathing. 


Bed., 56; Rec in., 6/-. bowls, 
tennis, 


IDMOUTH.—Belmont Hotel, Sea Front. 
Bed., 55; R Pens., 64 to 8 gns. 


ec., 3. 
WE. inclusive 3 days. Bathing, tennis, 
olf. 


OUTH UIST, Outer Hebrides.—Lochbois- 

dale Hotel. Bed., 32; Rec., 7; Pens., 
4 gns. Golf. 5 miles. free to hotel guests 
Fishing, shooting, bathing, sailing. 


TOKE-ON-TRENT. — Victoria Hotel, 
Victoria Square, Hanley. Bed., 
Rec., 1. Pens., £3 6/-. Lun., 2/-; Din., 3/6: 
Sup., acc. to requirements. Dn., golf, tennis. 


HANTS. — Grosvenor 

Hotel. ’Phone: Stockbridge 9. Bed., 

14; Rec., 1. Bed and breakfast, 88. 6d.: 
double, 14/-. Golf, trout fishing. 


TRANRAER, Wigtownshire. — 
Head Hotel, Hanover Street. 
Pens., £3 10/-; Ww. E., 12/6 per 
tennis, fishing, swimming. 


Devon. — Beach Hotel, 
R.A. Promenade. Excellent position. 
Write for tariff. 


Bel Glos.—Royal Hop Pole 
Hotel. Bed., 45; Rec., 2. _Pens., from 

to. 6} gns. Winter, 3 gns. Golf, fishing, 
bowls, cricket, hockey. 


ogevay. —The Grand Hotel. Bed, 200; 

3.__ Tennis courts; golf, Stover 

G.C. cn. Hunting, squash court, muinia- 
ture putting course. 


PALM Hotel, Sea Front. Bed., 

; Rec. Pens., from 5 to 7 gns.; winter, 
4 gns. Wi E. ., fr. 45/-. Tennis, golf, bowls, 
fishing. 


8, and bar. 

Pens., £4 15/6 2117/6. Golf. 

Wentworth and Sunningdale, 5/-. 


ALTON - ON - NAZE. — Hotel Porto 
Bello, Walton-on-Naze. English 
catering, comfort and attention. 


inclusive terms. 
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STANLEY HOUSE Hotel, Stanle 
cent, Park Heed, "W.1l. 


24 gns. double. 


Dinner, 4/-. 
fishing. 


to 6 


ASLEMERE, Hatch 
Cc & C. 
Gas fires in bedrooms. 


ASTINGS.—Albany Hotel. 
tion on ao front 


SOMERS PAYING HOUSE, 55, 
Belsize Park Gardens, N.W.3 Pri 
0242. 

from 


An 
Golf, bowls, tennis, 


. single, gens. 


. — The Osborne Private 
Road. Bed 
WEST CENTRAL Hotel, 
W.C.l. Mus. . 155; 
Rec., 5. Din., 3/6. 


HOTELS—Continued 


LFRACOMBE. Hotel, 
UNLICENSED 


modern comfort. 
ite for brochure. 
KUSA. — Grand ene. 


< Promenade, facing sea. 


Very moderate 


BALL Hotel, Road, 
Be d., 


— round. Garden. tennis, bridge, croquet. 
part promenade. 


Lift to all floors. YNTON, No. House 


OURNEMOUTH.—Hotel Woodville, 14, 


Christchurch Road. 


green, bowls, 
Tennis, beach bungalow, garage, 45 cars. 


situated. 
SBIVATE 
. CU OAD. Tel.: 


Under super- 
t e proprietress, Mrs. J. Macdonald. 


EAMINGTON SPA. — Alkerton Private 

Avenue. Bed., 18; 
Garden. Golf, half 
ng ‘bowls, croquet. 


RIGG, Lincolnshire. — Lord Nelson 


gns. 
away, 2/6 per day, 7/6 per week. Fishing. Tea, 1/6; Golf tennis. 


RIG 
IGHTO Private 112, EWCASTLE-ON-TYNE.—Kegent Hotel, 


Single from 7/6. Garden. 


Hotel, Jesmond Road. 
Fens. £2 12/6; W.E., 


; Rec., 6. 
"106 to 13/6 per 
Golf, duende, billiards. 


EICESTER.—Grantham, 57 & 60, High- 
Lun., 2/6; Din., 3/-. : 
Lun., 2/ Din. 8/-. 


RIGHTON (HOVE).—NEW IMPERIAL 
Avenue. 


law 

LIFT, Central Heating. etc. 
From 4 guineas. 
residential terms. 


XFORD.—Castle Hotel. 


3. Pens., 3} gns.; 


; Rec., 
RISTOL. — Cambridge W.E., £1 lie "Lun. 


Royal York Crescent, 


Hayle, Cornwall. — Riviére 
H te 
Recommended A.A 


UDE, N. Cornwall. — The 
Downs view. 
4 gns. each per week—full board. 


OCH - SHIEL, ~ - 
boating, fishing, bathing, tennis. : 


CABBOROUGH. Yocko —Biviers Private 
Cliff ed., 


Ww. 
Golf. ‘bathing. 3 16s, gat: 


Titeshire. —Kingswood 
; Rec 


" Golf; bathing, bowls. Alexandra Hote 


Little Baddow; , 


Tennis, putting, billiards, hunting. 
Golf, fishing, yachting, tennis. 


HANKLIN O.W. 


ARLINGTON HOUSE_ Hotel, 
ham Gardens, Cromwel d 4 
d.. 35. Pens., from 2} to 5 gns. 


MANSIONS Hotel, 
. 0867 


Hotel, 
HELTENHAM SPA. — Visit the Bays- 
hill Hotel, St. George’s Road. 


HANTS. Bote. 
80; 


cl de 
BONNINGTON HOTEL, | Southampton arence parade. 


near_British Museum 


and Table d’Hote TROUD, Glos. — Prospect House Hotel, 


buston | and King’ 
and iTable a’ Hate Breakfast” 


ENBY, 
KENSINGTON 


Fone. from 3 gns.; W.E., 10/6 per “day. Tennis, colt. ating. 


Hotel, De vane Gardens, 

ub. rackets. 

Bed. 


ORQUAY.—Ashley Court Hotel. 

— St. Mary’s Hotel, 32, ; 
Place.—Pens., from 4 gns. 
Fishing and tennis in neigh- 


LADBROKE Hotel, 

Road, GLEN DEVON, Hotel, St. Alban's Road. 

Garden, tennis, go 

NETHWAY PRIVATE Hotel 
Ros a. Bed P 


2B; ens. 
a 9/- per day. 6 


Centre sea 
Falmouth Bay. Illustrated a 7, Lidlington —— 


; Dinner. 2/6. Garden. 
MANOR HOTEL 


Hotel, 
A : Mus 


PRIVATE Hotel, Cliff Road. 


4 from to gns.; 
W.E., Sat. to Mon., 25/-. 


¥ Westbourne IG, Isle of Skye.—Uig Hotel. 


Private Hotel, Golf, Hotel grounds, fishing, good 


Dorset. —The Wim- 


2 P 
gns 0/6 to "19/6 daily. 
Golf, 4/- per day (5/- -Sept.). 


NORFOLK_ RESIDENTIAL Hotel, 
pardens W.2. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


EMBERSHIP of the INCOME TAX 
SERVICE BUREAU brings relief.— 
: Southampton 


CEDARS Hotel, Sydenham, 8.E.26. 
Bee. ; Pens., from 3 gns.; 
within 10 minutes. 


PALACE Hotel, 
Pens., from W.E., 


OLKESTONE.—The ¢ ORANGE HOUSE 
_ Private Hotel, 8, Castle Hill Avenue; 
3 mins. to Sea and Leas Cliff Hall. Excellent 
‘ larze but everything of the 
Winter 2 gns.—Prop., Miss 
Sykes of. the Olio Cookery Book. 


ERMANY’S_ desire 
xeneral Recovery. 
Free literature in English from Dept. 


or 


\| 


W AEVICE. — Lord Leycester Hotel. Cres- 
7 Bed., 55; Rec., 5. Pens., from 4} gns. hone : 
; W.E., Sat. to Mon., 33/-. Golf, Leaming- gns : +» from 
ton, 1} miles. ‘Tennis. ennis. 
; Hotel. Bed., & 
W.E., £2 8/6. Golf, 2 — 
ARMOUTH. Roy 
Brac 
24 
RACOMBE F 
Wilde 
ns. 
to 44 ens O 
hav 
wh 
LACKPOOL 
B Facing Sey pre 
H. & C. all bed I 
dis 
int 
me 
B dr: 
rat 
hone: 434711. Usborne 
Bed., 36; Rec., 3. 
B sh 
so 
billiards. ab 
vi 
B Clifton. Every w 
comfort. Apply prop., L. V. Palmer. P th 
in M 
fa 
Din., 4/-. G. 
£3 10 U 
tl 
tl 
t] 
| 
= = te 
for Cotswold Tours and ll ties. : 
: PYATTS Hotel, Ltd. Pens., £3 13/6; s 
ie. W.E., £1 15/-. Lun., 8/-; Din., 6/-. Golf, Row fi 
; 
V 
€ 
( 
E! 3 gns. 
Golf 
bourhood. 
LYALMOUTH, S. Cornwall. — Boscawen T 
| 
40; 
= to 30 
House 
Gate. Row, mdon, W.C.1. 
nd 
‘em- 
eutscher Fichte-Bund, amburg 36, 
. 3. Pons., m 3 gos. to £3/19/6. Jungfernstieg, 30. 
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EMPIRE NEWS 


A New Spirit 
From an Australian Correspondent 


ONE of the reassuring things in a 
world which appears at times to 
have lost its senses is the manner in 
which adversity is amalgamating the 
Empire into a more closely-knit 
community of nations than at any 
previous time in history. 
International suspicion, however 
distressing from the viewpoint of the 
internationalist, has at least this 
merit: It has caused the bewildered 
units of the Empire to draw together 
in a self-protective brotherhood. 


This is not merely an_ idealistic 
drawing-together. It resembles, 
rather, a _ revolution Imperial 
thought, an acknowledgment that the 
British Commonwealth of Nations 
should strive for self-containment, in 
so far as self-containment is practic- 
able under modern conditions. 


Dominions statesmen who have 
visited London in recent months have 
without exception, I find, realised 
the existence of this new spirit. 

A few days ago I shook hands with 
Mr. B. S. B. Stevens, benign, 
fatherly Premier of New South 
Wales, before he boarded the boat 
train to begin his homeward journey 
after nearly four months spent in the 
United Kingdom, with brief trips to 
the Continent. 

His farewell words to me were, I 
thought, an excellent summary of 
the new attitude which leading 
British thinkers are displaying 
towards outlying parts of the 
Empire. 

““T am delighted with Australia’s 
standing with British Ministers, 
financiers and business men,’’ Mr. 
Stevens told me. ‘“ Any prejudice 
which might have existed against 
Australian industry has been 
eliminated. 

“« | have talked to a number of men 
controlling big British concerns who 
are establishing or contemplating 
establishing their businesses in 
Australia. 


“They recognise that Australia is 
destined to play a much more 
important part in the scheme of 
Empire. They are eager to help her 
to develop her resources, eager to 
enable their businesses to grow with 
her.” 


Naturally, Mr. Stevens spoke as an 
Australian. But I am _ optimistic 
enough to believe that his words 
might apply with equal accuracy to 
the relations of Britain with any part 
of her Empire. 

I hope so, at least. Without such 
a spirit, the British Empire as we 
know it cannot hope to survive in a 
world in which national jealousies are 
as active as national trade barriers 
are lofty. 

The stimulation of intra-Empire 
trade is essential if the patches of red 


which so freely decorate the map of 
the world are to remain as numerous 
as they are to-day. 

And here, too, Mr. Stevens has 
faith in the soundness of the Empire. 
He is by no means a subscriber to the 
defeatest policy that world markets 
are overloaded with produce, that 
restriction of production is the only 
solution. He told me: 

** After studying overseas markets, 
I advise Australian industry to con- 
tinue on the lines it has followed for 
the last three years. ‘ 

“There is no justification for 
restriction of production. Australia 
has been able to sell every ounce she 
has produced. I am confident that 
she will continue to do so. We can 
deal with national barriers as they 
rise.” 

Assuredly. A_ strong British 
Empire should be able to meet and 
conquer any difficulty. The pre- 
requisite of such conquest is strength 
—and we are moving towards that 
goal, economically as well as in other 
essentials. 

It is the business of the British 
people, in the Dominions as well as 
at home, to aim constantly at the 
establishment of that unity without 
which the required strength cannot 
be attained. 


In the Steps of 


Livingstone 


PtANS have now been completed 
for what will be one of the most 

interesting pleasure cruises yet 
organised. 

It will enable travellers literally to 
follow in the steps of Livingstone. 

The various transportation authori- 
ties in Africa have co-operated in 
order to make the journey possible. 

Boat will be taken to Lobito Bay 
in Portuguese West Africa, where 
passengers will take train and, climb- 
ing to an altitude of four thousand 
feet in twelve hours, travel along the 
big game-haunted highland of 
Central Africa, till they have crossed 
the whole continent to rejoin their 
the Indian Ocean. 

e first portion of the route is 
that once followed by David 
Livingstone. From arm-chairs in 
luxurious railway restaurant cars 
the passengers will see the great 
slave road along which thousands of 
hapless negroes were driven to the 
coast, never to return, on their way 
to the plantations in the New World. 

Travelling through the copper belt 
of the Belgium Congo the train will 
turn South into Northern Rhodesia 
halting at the Victoria Falls, the 
spray from which will wet the 
windows of the train as it crosses the 
bridge that spans the awesome 
cateract of water, into Southern 
Rhodesia. 

Bulawayo, the “Place of 
Slaughter ” where the dread King 


Lobengula once had his Kraal, and 
to-day a lovely modern city, will be 
the next call. 

Then on to Salisbury, the capital 
of Southern Rhodesia and Gwelo 
where another of the numerous halts 
is made to visit the mysterious 
Zimbabwe Ruins—one of the most 
interesting sights Africa has to show. 

Then to Mozambique to the port of 
Beira on the Indian Ocean for home. 

Those who wish to take advantage 
of the tour to visit the Johannesburg 
Exhibition, can break their journey 
at Bulawayo and travel south via 
Mafeking, with its memories of Lord 
Baden-Powell, and Vryburg. . 


Making Pig-Rearing 


Pay 


CANADIAN farmers have added 

millions of dollars to their 
income by the wise disposal of their 
hogs, the inedible parts being used 
for the manufacture of bristles, book 
covers, artificial hair, upholstering, 
plaster, glue, sausage skins, gelatine, 
gloves, belts, straps, pocket books 
and shoes. 

From the fats are manufactured 
lard, oleomargarine, benzoinated 
lard, salves, cosmetics, cracklings, 
poultry and animal feeds, fertiliser, 
tankage, grease, lard oil, stearine, 
stearic acid, grease oil, lubricants, 
machine oil, candles, gelatine, gly- 
cerine, red oil, wool finishers, fatty 
acid, tar for roofing and paving pur- 
poses, metal polish and soap. 

Among the many other miscellan- 
eous by-products are pharmaceutical 
preparations such as_ pepsin, 
medicinal tablets, suprarenalin, and 
insulin. 

These, and many other by-products 
of the hog, are in addition to its 
capacity as a food, provided in the 
shape of ham, bacon, pork, tongue, 
heart, liver, kidney, chitterlings and 
manufactured fancy meats and meat 
specialities. 

Obviously there is more in the 
much-maligned hog than meets the 
eye. 


Sugar Beet Industry 
for Canada 


The Province of Alberta, in Canada, 
has taken a leaf from the books of 
East Anglia. The erection of a 
modern million-dollar sugar factory 
is being hurried forward at Picture 
Butte, which must be handed over 
not later than September 15th to the 
owners. 

It is designed to deal with the 
sugar-beets now growing in the 
Lethbridge Northern Irrigation 
District. The task of installing the 
enormous boilers is nearing com- 
pletion, and the whole plant will be 
at work this autumn, 
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Imperial Apple 


Honours 

Canada is playing an important 
part in the Imperial Fruit Show 
which is to be held in Liverpool from 
October 20th to November 7th. 

She has displayed selections of her 
apples at successive exhibitions and 
in every case has won premier 
honours. Last year, for example, 
when the show was held in Wales, 
one of her 10-box exhibits of dessert 
apples won for her the Premier 
Challenge Cup. 

Arrangements are now being made 
in the apple-growing areas of the 
Dominion for a larger exhibit than 
ever. 


The Weapons of the East 


No. 6—The Rifle of the 
“ Greased Cartridge " 
By F. R. Lee, M.A., V.D., 1.E.S., Retd. 


THE inclusion of such an entirely 

English product as the Enfield 
Rifle in a catalogue of Eastern arms, 
may seem unreasonable. 

Really it is not so, for the career of 
this famous Rifle and its title to a 
place in history is linked almost 
exclusively with that strange uphea- 
val known as ‘‘The Indian Mutiny.” 

The causes of this were manifold, 
and no two historians agree about 
their relative importance. 

Rankling in the minds of Moslems 
and Hindus were ‘‘ wrongs,’’ some 
valid, others baseless. They may be 
ascribed to two main policies: one 
the attempt to graft western ideas 
and Liberal ‘‘ ideals ’’ on natives of 
the East: the other, the neglect of 
Nicholson’s advice, ‘‘ Rebellion is 
like smallpox, it spreads quickly, 
and must be crushed as soon as poss- 
ible.” 

But if rebellion be regarded only as 
rightful struggle to be free,’”’ the 
thought arises whether that 90 per 
cent. of the natives of India who, 
unconsulted, are the pips in “ the 
Great Gamble,”’ will be any more free 
under Congress rule backed by ‘‘ Big 
Money ”’ than they have been under 
the mild Whig Satrapy of Sinola. 

So “‘ the Great Retreat ’’ has begun. 
But even to politicians ‘“‘ on the run,” 
the process of back-turning must be 
slightly distasteful; it is, therefore, 
magniloquently styled ‘‘ Granting 
Self-Government within the Common- 
wealth of Nations.’’ 

The Great Exhibition of 1851 was 
hailed by similar Whig visionaries 
as a step towards ‘‘ the Parliament of 
Man, the Federation of the World.’’ 

Instead it ushered in a series of 
wars ending in that to which the 
frailty of deluded human nature 
attached the label ‘‘ Finis Belli.” 

The long peace which had lasted 
from Waterloo to this central date, 
1851, was an interval which the 
inventors of fire-arms duly turned to 
account. 

In France, the notable researches 
of Minié and Delorgni were directed 
to perfect the muzzle-loaders, not to 
introduce breech-loading. The time 
for this had not come. 


The ‘capping  breech-loader 


attracted flirtation, but defects were 
inherent in a system which depended 
on paper-cartridges and ignition 
through an outside nipple and cap. 

In Hyde Park Lefauchaux’s breech- 
loader flaunted its undeniable charms 
but not until the middle “‘ sixties ” 
did the Boxer cartridge sound the 
knell of the muzzle-loader. 

Time and man’s activities do not 
stand. still. After nearly eighty 
years the Enfield Rifle has become 
museum exhibit.” 

Fig. 1 shows the two patterns; the 
long and the short. The problem 
before the Commission of 1852 was to 
produce a muzzle-loading rifle for 
military use, easy and quick to load, 
and as “‘ fool-proof ”’ as possible. 

This was the result; length of 
barrel 8 ft. 3 in.; rifling, one turn in 
78 in.; bore .577 in.; powder charge, 
2} drs.; bullet, 530 grs.; having a 
hollow at the base to aid expansion, 
length of rifle without bayonet, 6 ft. 
1 in. 

The barrel of the Short Enfield was 
less by 6 in., and the twist of the 
rifling increased, it shot better but 
did not load so readily. 

Except the flint-lock nothing could 
be simpler than the Enfield percus- 
sion lock. Fig. 2 shows the outside 
and inside of it. 

The nipple was easy to remove, 
clean: and replace; its passage so 
wide that misfires rarely occurred. 

The continuation of its story now 
takes us to India. A low-caste 
cartridge-filler in the Government 
Rifle Factory at Dam Dam asked a 
Brahman sepoy to give him a drink 
from his cup. He refused, saying 
that the vessel, after such defilement 
could never be used again. 

The lascar retorted, ‘‘ Why make 
such a fuss when all you sepoys soon 


will be biting the tails off cartridges 
smeared with the fat of cows and 
pigs?” 

To explain this, see Fig. 2. 

The Enfield cartridge contained at 
one end the bullet in its wrapping, 
at the other, the powder. To use the 
cartridge the sepoy used to bite off 
the end, pour the powder into the 
barrel and then ram down the bullet, 
paper and all. 

The Brahman turned green at the 
very thought of such a calamity. To 
be ‘‘cut by the country” was 
nothing to it. “‘ Na pak, Na pak!” 
‘unclean, unclean! ” 

The news spread like wildfire. 
Jenkins’ Ear,’’? ‘‘ The Boston Tea 
Chests,” and ‘‘ Chinese Slavery ” 
never gave better value than the 
Greased Cartridge.” 

That gang of astute conspirators 
who under the tutelage of the Manloi 
of Fyzabad, and the Nana of Bithur 
were going up and down the country 
fomenting mutiny, redoubled their 
efforts. 

Government seemed paralysed in 
its upper limbs. With the aloofness 
from reality which sometimes marks 
“‘the Superior Person,’ Lord 
Canning ‘* pooh-poohed ”’ the 
rumours which reached him. 

“It is nothing but a passing and 
groundless panic ’’ was his comment 
on events. 

These, nevertheless, marched 
onwards like the scene in a Greek 
tragedy. In default of that wisdom, 
which, exercised earlier, might have 
restored quiet, the Enfield Rifle in 
the hands of British soldiers was 
invoked to help rebuild a_ political 
edifice which in its turn seems totter- 
ing, from the lack of those very 
qualities which allowed mutiny to 
rear its evil head in 1857. 


The two patterns Enfield Rifle—(a) the short Enfield; (b) the long Enfield 
(c) outside.and inside of Enfield lock; (d) two of the “‘ greased” cartridges; 
(e) Bullets for the same (1) naked; (2) wrapped; called Pritchett Bullets. 
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FORGOTTEN 
DEEDS OF 


The First English Accounts of 
Discoveries Beyond the Ocean 


By Professor A. P. Newton 


WE are so accustomed to think of 

Englishmen as taking the lead 
in maritime enterprise, that it is 
hard to realise that it was many 
years after the discovery of the New 
World, at the end of the fifteenth 
century, before the wonders it had 
revealed were commonly known to 
the English public. 

Cabot’s voyages and his discoveries 
in the reign of Henry VII were a 
nine days’ wonder, but they were 
very soon forgotten, and it is to be 
doubted whether the average 
Englishman ever heard of them at all. 

Of course, scholars and_ the 
educated men surrounding the Court 
knew something of the great dis- 
coveries that were being made by the 
Portuguese and the Spaniards, but 
they got their information from the 
Latin letters of the Spanish 
ecclesiastic Peter Martyr that were 
being circulated in manuscript 
amongst learned circles in most parts 
of Europe. 

For many years there were few pub- 
lished books about the wonders of the 
New World, and none of them were 
translated into English for more than 
half a century after Columbus's 
voyage of 1492. 

However, tales of wonder seem to 
have passed about by word of mouth 
in England during the early part of 
the reign of Henry VIII, and to have 
excited sufficient interest to displace 
some of the fabulous tales about 
distant parts of the world that were 
culled from the most famous English 
travel-book of the time, the spurious 
compilation that goes under the 
name of Sir John Maundeville. 

The first mention of the New World 
in the publication of an Englishman 
was in the ‘‘ Utopia ” of Sir Thomas 
More, written in 1516, and printed at 
Louvain. 

He set the site of his ideal com- 
monwealth in the new lands dis- 
covered by the Portuguese and 
pretended that he had learned of its 
wonders from a sailor who had 
accompanied Amerigo Vespucci on 
his voyages. 

This was to be right up to date, 
for the stories of the voyager from 
whose name ‘‘America’’ was derived, 
had only been published some eight 
or nine years before and were proving 
a “ best-seller” in the Continental 
book-shops. 

But the ‘‘ Utopia” was in Latin 
and could not be available to the 
average Englishman. 

An enterprising Antwerp printer 
desired to profit by the new boom in 
travellers’ tales, and it is to this that 
we owe the first booklet about the 
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IIlustrations from the sixteenth century tract produced by an Antwerp 
printer and referred to in this article. 


A—Indian cannibals of the new land in America. 
B—The imaginary wonders of America:—(!) “ Elephant’; (2) Hippogriff; 
(3) Phoenix; (4) Cyclops. 


new lands in English, published in 
1519. 

It is nothing more than an 
illustrated tract, and is really a piece 
of book piracy, for it does nothing 
more than cull the wildest tales from 
Vespucci’s none too accurate nar- 
ratives and mingle them with 
fantastic fictions. 

Just as some modern newspaper 
proprietors strive to sell their wares 
by sensations, so their forerunner in 
Antwerp tried to attract purchasers 
by gory wood-cuts. 

We have reproduced the beginning 
of the tract together with certain of 
the pictures to illustrate the blend of 
the true and the false. 

The fact that seems to have excited 
most wonder among those who heard 
tales of the New World, was the 
practice of eating human flesh, which 
was undoubtedly common among the 
tribes of Brazil. 

One of our illustrations shows this 
with human joints roasting over a 
fire and dripping gore while one who 
is recognisably a Red Indian awaits 
his meal and a woman and two 
children sit close by. 

It is the work of some imaginative 
artist from a written description and 
was probably specially prepared for 
this tract. 

The other illustrations are wild 
fiction, probably prepared for some 
earlier work, but used here to satisfy 
the public demand for wonders. The 
artist had heard of elephants, but 
clearly had never seen one, though 
he glibly places them in Amcrica. 

The hippogriff is carrying off its 
human prey and comes straight from 
the bestiaries of the Middle Ages, as 
do the phoenix and the one-eyed 


cyclops. 


Such was the first forerunner of 
all our modern travel-books of 
distant lands, though it has only one 
connection with them. 

It caters for the taste for wondrous 
adventure that marks many a modern 
reader as it marked many a reader 
under Henry VIII. 

It is a step upward from the purely 
imaginary travel tales of the four- 
teenth and fifteenth century, but is 
recognisably linked with them. 


Call of the Sea 


MPHE value of the British Navy to 

Southern Rhodesia was stressed 
by His Excellency, the Governor of 
the Colony at a meeting of the Salis- 
bury Naval League. 

The Empire depends upon the 
British Navy for its trade, and, 
even more, for its very existence, 
he said. Rhodesia was an inland 
State, and it might be said that it 
need take no interest in the Navy, 
but anyone who reflected about the 
matter at all must see that the whole 
of the Colony’s' oveaseas_ trade 
depended upon the security which 
was given by the British Navy. 

The chairman of the meeting stated 
that during the past twelve months, 
some ten or twelve lads were inter- 
viewed on expressing a desire to join 
the Navy. One of the boys was 
accepted and was now in England. 
It had been decided to establish a 
local Sea Cadet unit, so that they 
should continue to assist other lads 
to join the Navy. Twenty-two appli- 
cations to join the proposed Sea 
Cadets unit had been received within 
a few days of the invitation being 
issued. 
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Wall Street and Europe 


By Our City Editor 


T is unpleasant to have to admit that Wall 
Street with all its unsound practices, its mad 
upward movements, and its insane downward 

ones, is probably as safe a haven for investment 
funds as London. It can hardly be pretended that 
this is due to anything else but to its situation, 
some 3,000 miles away from a chaotic and 
dangerously explosive Europe, but the fact 
remains that investment returns in New York are 
as satisfactory as in London. It is a tribute to the 
patriotism of the investing class of this country 
that not more money drifted across the Atlantic 
when it was realised to what a parlous condition 
Britain’s defences had been reduced, for America 
is obviously bound for economic recovery what- 
ever steps her rulers may take to hinder it. It 
should not be imagined that the British investors 
are being urged to take an unqualified ‘‘ bullish ”’ 
view of the States, but there are some who may 
care to seek capital appreciation, for instance, in 
U.S. railroad and utility stocks. 


It is not very long since New York Central Rail- 
road common stock was mentioned in this column 
at 25 as likely to give appreciation in value. The 
price of the stock is now over 40 and there seems 
no reason why it should not appreciate further 
before the end of the year. The same remark 
may be applied to Consolidated Edison, which is 
now at around 48. But the share one must still 
look upon hopefully, particularly in view of its 
Empire importance, is that of the International 
Nickel Company of Canada. Whatever happens, 
Nickels seem to be heading for vastly increased 
earnings and there is no question but that the com- 
pany is soundly run. Dividends of 90 cents per 
common share have been paid for the first three 
quarters, and if the final payment is 40 cents the 
return at the present price would not be a reason- 
able one. But with Wall Street, capital apprecia- 
tion is the attraction ; income is left for the British 
investor to seek in London where it is taxed at 
4s. 9d. in the #. 


“ Emmies ”’ 


After a period of comparative inactivity, the 
shares of Electric and Musical Industries, Ltd., 
are again attracting attention on_ television 
prospects and have risen to around 24s. The 
company paid a dividend and bonus last year of 
12} per cent. and give a yield even at the present 
price on this basis of £5 4s. per cent. In the days 
of the Gramophone boom the shares of the old 
H.M.V. and Columbia companies, which are 
merged into E.M.I., soared to prodigious heights, 
but with the change brought about by Radio and 
now by Television, they have fallen out of favour. 
A further reason for their being a quieter market 
is the repatriation to this country of the Radio 


Corporation of America’s holding. But 
‘* Emmies ” will come into their own again one 
day and as a lock up they have attractions. 


Trustee Considerations 


Trustees are hard put to it these days to find a 
suitable return on the funds which they have to 
invest, and for the ordinary investor the standard 
is set by the income available in the British 
Government stock list on the 3} per cent. War 
Loan, 3} per cent. Conversion Loan and Consol 
4 per cents. Of the three stocks, War Loan has 
probably the greatest all-round attractions, for at 
a price of just under 1073 it returns £3 5s. 9d. per 
cent. outright or about £2 19s. 10d. per cent. 
allowing for redemption. Consol 4 per cents. 
yield nearly 3} per cent. flat, but only £3 Os. 6d. 
per cent. to redemption and there is a premium of 
15 points in the price, i.e., 115 for every £100 of 
stock. The attractions of 3} per cent. Conversion 
Loan, however, have to be placed against those of 
War Loan, for the price is roughly the same ex 
the dividend and the return is £3 5s. 1d. per cent. 
or £3 1s. 3d. per cent. allowing for redemption. 
The 4 per cent. Funding Loan has its own par- 
ticular attraction in that it is tax-free to residents 
abroad. It is for this reason regarded as an index 
of foreign investment in British Government 
stocks. At 1183 the yield is £3 8s. 1d., but less 
than 3 per cent. allowing for redemption. There 
has been a great levelling up of yields in the 
Trustee list, and Colonial Trustee stocks now give 
only very little more income than full British 
Government stocks. Nigeria Fours redeemable 
1963, however, can be bought to return 3} per 
cent. on the money or £3 4s. 6d. allowing for 
redemption. 


In the Home Railway list Great Western and 
Southern 5 per cent. preference stocks at 121 yield 
£4 3s. per cent. and the 4 per cent. debenture 
stocks of the two companies at around 115 return 
about 3} per cent. These are roughly the best 
that can be offered to Trustees. But for those who 
are not forced to take refuge in the gilt-edged 
section there seems little object in mentioning 
available yields on such stocks when the standard 
rate of tax is 4s. 9d. in the &. 


Debenhams Improvement 


Those who have become interested in the securities of 
Debenhams, Ltd., following their mention in these 
columns, will note with interest that profits last year were 
increased from £564,928 to £706,446 and the ordinary 
dividend from 124 per cent. to 16 2/3 per cent., £50,000 
being placed to reserve and £182,171 carried forward, 
against £136,241. The shares still give only the small 
yield of under 8 per cent., but they may well prove to be 
still worth buying for capital appreciation and the prefer- 
ences are attractive for income purposes. 
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MOTORING 


Will Yearly Models Go? 


BY SEFTON CUMMINGS 


INCE the Morris Motor directors introduced 
the system of producing new models as and 
when they thought it advisable, instead of 

doing so annually during August or September, 
as has hitherto been the custom of the trade, they 
have naturally, as good business men, got all the 
publicity out of the innovation that they possibly 
could. 

Nevertheless, if figures mean anything, the new 
system has such advantages that I fancy other 
manufacturers will be bound to follow suit before 
long, so the experience of the Morris Company 
should be interesting to readers. 

Under the usual system by which programmes 
were announced in the Autumn or late in August, 
work was held up in all factories as soon as pro- 
duction of the current models was finished, often 
asearly as June. This meant that many thousands 
of workmen had to be paid off and were thus thrown 
temporarily out of employment. 

Thus, under the former system, the percentages 
of production in the Morris Works during the four 
quarters of the year were 26.6; 30.2; 30.9 and 12.3. 
This compares ill with the theoretical ideal which 
is, of course, an even 25 per cent. during every 
quarter. In addition, during an average year no 


less than 467,000 hours of overtime had to be 
worked. 

Under the new system of announcing cars by 
series as and when they are ready at any time dur- 
ing the year, these figures have completely altered, 
and during the past year were 21.6; 29.6; 25.4 and 
23.4 per cent. Over twenty thousand workers have 
been maintained in regular employment through- 
out the year in the Morris and its associated 
factories averaging a 40-hour week, while the re- 
duction of overtime by 200,000 hours has resulted 
in the employment of a large number of additional 
men on a regular 40-hour week basis. 


Holidays with Wages 


In addition to this it has been possible for the 
first time to plan production so that the factories 
could be closed for a fortnight’s holiday in August, 
with wages paid to the workers according to their 
length of service. 

1 believe there have been fears in some quarters 
that the series policy might affect the Motor Show 
adversely. Candidly, I do not see that it matters 
whether it does or not. After all, the show is 
only a means to an end, which is to display to the 
public, the latest models and to let dealers feel the 
market, so to speak. The number of actual sales 
to private owners at the show is not great. They 
come to have a good look round and make up 
their minds and purchase later. 


However, it is not my view that the practical 
value of the Olympia show will be diminished. 
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CINEMA 


Mr. Deeds Goes to Town 


BY MARK FORREST 


HENEVER anyone comes into money 
unexpectedly and the general public get 
to know about the windfall, the lucky 

recipient may expect to be inundated with letters, 
the purport of which is that the senders, having 
not up-to-date enjoyed the good fortune which has 
befallen the recipient, think it would be a very fine 
idea if he shared most of it with them. When, 
however, Mr. Deeds succeeds by chance to his 
wealth, a matter which can be investigated by 
going to the Regal and seeing the new picture 
there, entitled Mr. Deeds Goes to Town, the 
unusual happens. 


No-one appears to pester him in this fashion, 
but he has many more difficult obstacles to sur- 
mount. The family solicitors have been doing a 
little embezzling and they are shy about disclosing 
their books. His cousin, who has expected to 
inherit, takes a poor view of the successful 
claimant, and his wife, who prefers vistas to views, 
poor or otherwise, determines that her husband 
shall do something about it. What more natural 
than that they should get together with the family 
solicitor? They do and they try to prove the hero 
insane. 


A Female Reporter 


If there is anyone more likely than another to 
cause a man his loss of reason, that person is a 
female reporter on a New York paper. That Mr. 
Deeds is found to be in full possession of his senses 
after this young lady has translated his life into 
rows of headlines shows with what a really strong 
brain he must have been born. But there are 
always two ways of looking at a problem, and I 
must confess that when he showed every intention 
of marrying her at the end of the picture, I was 
forced to reflect that there were probably just as 


many lunatics walking about the world to-day as 
there are in asylums. 


Gary Cooper plays the part of Mr. Deeds, 
whose Christian name should be ‘‘ good,”’ and he 
unmasks anybody who is wearing one with his 
usual charm and easy humour. Some of the 
situations are funny, patches of the dialogue are 
excellent, Mr. Capra’s direction is sound and so is 
most of the sentiment. Whether the mixture 
would have been the great success with the public 
that it is without the presence of Gary Cooper I 
very much doubt, but he is perfectly cast. Jean 
Arthur plays the snake in the grass whom he very 
rashly decides to cherish in his bosom, and there 
is a good performance from H. B. Warner in the 
small part of the chairman of the lunacy 
commission, 


BROADCASTING 


B.B.C. Blarney and Bunkum 


BY ALAN HOWLAND 


HE B.B.C. publicity hounds have been at it 
again. Yet once more we are being 
officially informed that there is to be a Big 

Drive and that programmes in the coming autumn 

are to be better and brighter. Mr. X is going to 

swap jobs with Mr. Y and both of them are to 
receive new titles: everything is to be reorganised 
and a good time is to be had by all. 


I am getting tired of this fairy tale. The first 
time I heard it some four or five years ago | 
thought for one foolish moment that it had some 
inner meaning. Then as the years passed and 
every August we heard the same bleat about the 
broadcasting Utopia which was just round the 
corner, I became frankly sceptical. When I 
observe this bedraggled specimen being paraded 
before us in the year of grace, 1936, I am more 
than sceptical, I am disgusted. 


This and That 


What has happened to all the fair promises 
which the B.B.C. has made during the last few 
years? Mr. Maschwitz was to be made Director 
of This and a new era had dawned. Mr. Graves 
was to be made Controller of That and the 
millenium was upon us. Has anything vital 
happened at all ? 


In spite of the talent-hunters and the self- 
appointed professors of radio-genics, the light pro- 
grammes have become steadily worse. There was 
a time when I could listen to a Variety programme 
without being ill more than once. Nowadays it 


is too great a strain on my constitution to listen at 
all. 


All this, of course, was before the age of bally- 
hoo when programmes had to stand on their own 
merits without any preliminary boosting of the 
B.B.C. officials who had had a hand in their 
inception and handling. It did not matter in 
those far off days whether a broadcast was com- 
péred by Mr. John Watt or Mr. Bryan Michie, it 
was the broadcast which counted and not the 
antics of the bright B.B.C. pseudo-comics. 


I know exact!y what this new B.B.C. programme 
drive is going to develop into. First of all we 
shall have extensive interviews with Mr. 
Maschwitz ‘* looking bronzed and fit after his tour 
in the Near East.” Next Mr. Graves will make a 
pontifical announcement about “‘giving the public 
what it wants,’’ and finally, with a flourish of 
trumpets, the same old Variety bill will be 
presented under a new and completely irrelevant 
title. And so in 1936, like most of its predecessors, 
will witness an undignified example of B.B.C, 
blarney and bunkum. 
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LADY HOUSTON CHALLENGES 
and DEFIES Mr. Baldwin to 
Contradict HER Statement 


WEEK ago I made public an historic fact which I have kept unrevealed 
for four years. 


It was that as far back as 1932 a member of the Government told me that 


London was in peril from the air and asked me to make an offer to provide 
40 aeroplanes. 


This he said would cost £200,000. 


I gladly made the offer, only to have it refused after a fortnight’s delay, 
with contempt. 


Since then I have entreated the Government to give London adequate air 
defences and have twice repeated my offer to provide financial aid. 

The Government has done nothing. 

Only now, in 1936, is the lethargy which has left 8,000,000 people and 
the supplies of the Nation in jeopardy being discussed. 

A Government which knew four years ago that it had failed to protect 
the people and which has done nothing since has failed in its trust. 

Mealy-Mouthed politicians may call that by some evasive name—but 
I call it TREACHERY. 


If the Government, if the Prime Minister, disputes my statement that 
four years ago he and his colleagues were frightened of foreign attack from 
the air, why does he not say so ? 

If I am wrong, I can be proved so. 


But I am not wrong, I am only too terribly right. 

And the Prime Minister knows it. 

He and Ramsay MacDonald between them have brought Britain into 
the greatest peril she has ever known. 

Inert in the face of grave danger ; silent when the people should have 


been told the truth ; shiftless and treacherous to their trust, the Government 
stands condemned in the eyes of every patriot. 


I defy them to find any reason which will excuse their shameful neglect 
to do their duty by the people. 


It is time the people they have betrayed woke up ; in an earlier age such 
ministers would have been impeached. 


Lucy Houston. 
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This article was written in answer to Mr. Eden’s question, 
asked in the House of Commons, ‘‘Who is Lady Houston?” 


WHO 
MR. ANTHONY EDEN? 


By LADY HOUSTON, D.B.E. 


G's Eternal Law is—That those who would hold what they have must be prepared to fight 
for it. To fight to defend your home—your honour—your dear ones—is the LAW OF 
NATURE. 


HE birds of the air—the beasts of the field—the fish in the waters under the earth—and even the 
‘insect kingdom—know this Law and follow it. By conscription all the Nations of the earth 
recognise this Law—and Japan has shown us that to them their Country is dearer than life. None 
can alter this truth that Might is Right—and Victory is achieved only by the Strong. And every 
living creature upon the earth has to accept this Law. 


BU when I say every living creature—I must except a certain nancyfied nonentity 
named Anthony Eden. To Mr. Eden—love of Country—is anathema—and to 
patriots who would abide by this universal Law and fight for their Country—he says— 


THE EDEN LAW 


HAT ARE THE LAWS OF GOD AND OF MAN TO ME ? IAM ANTHONY EDEN— 

MY WORD IS LAW AND I ORDER ALL BRITONS TO FOLLOW THE EDEN 

LAW, WHICH IS TO FIGHT ONLY FOR THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS. THIS DOC- 

TRINE MAY BE DESCRIBED AS EVIL—UNNATURAL—UNPATRIOTIC AND 

AGAINST EVERY LAW OF GOD AND OF MAN—BUT WHAT DO I CARE ?—IT IS 
THE LAW OF ANTHONY EDEN. 


i ge sinister self-worshipping simpleton who—by getting round a silly old man—has 

wangled himself into a position for which he is totally unfitted—imagines him- 
self a saviour and redeemer—BUT IN ATTEMPTING TO ROAR LIKE A LION—HE 
HAS ONLY SUCCEEDED IN BRAYING LIKE AN ASS. 


 - cowardly Conservatives are bowing down before this Brazen image of Brass— 
they are no doubt capable of kow-towing even touching the ground nine times with 
their foreheads in homage before this Prince of Ineffectuals. 


THE CURSE OF THE GODS. 


BU are we not told that those whom the gods would destroy—they first turn mad. 

Anthony Eden has destroyed England’s every friend by using any dirty weapon he 
can lay hands on to fight for the slave-driving Abyssinians. And by prating of Peace— 
and doing everything to force War upon us—he has earned for England the contempt and 
hatred of every self-respecting Nation. 


Ww*s always has been—War always will be—War always must be—until the lamb lies 
down with the lion—but the lamb’s name is not ANTHONY EDEN. 
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